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AND 

V A N E S S A. 


Written Anno 1713. 

- v * 

T H E Shepherds and the Nymphs were feen 
Pleading before the Cyprian Queeru 
The Council for the Fair began* 
Accufmg the falle Creature Man. 

The Brief with weighty Crimes was charg’d* 
On which the Pleader much enlarg’d j 
That Cupid now has loft his Art, ' 

Or blunts the. Point of ev’ry Dart $ 

His Altar now no longer 1‘mokes; • . 

His Mother's aid no Youth-invokes i 
This tempts Free- thinkersiko; refine, 
And , % , itjjj in doubt their Pow’rs divine } 

Now Lo$jjj^is dwindled to Intrigue, 

And Mait$Lge grown a Money-Leaguet 
Which Cruft es aforefaid (with her Leave) 
Were (as Ife humbly did conceive) 
r- \ ' £ Againft 

; o % 
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4 CADfeNtJS a hi VANESSA, 

Againft otir Sov'reign Lady's Peace, 

Againft the Statutes in that Gale, 

Againft her Dignity and Crown : 

'Then pray’d an Anfwer, and fat down* 

The Nymphs with Scorn beheld their Foes 1 
W hen the Defendant’s Council role, 

And, what no Lawyer ever lack’d, 

With Itnpudencc owh’d all the Fa6h 
&ut* what the geritleft Heart would vex* 

Laid all the Fault on t’other Sex. 

That modern Love is no fuch thing. 

As wkat thole ancient Poets fing j 
A Fire eeleftial, chafte, refin’d,* 

Conceiv’d and kindled in the Mind, 

Which, having found an equal Flame* 
tjnites, and both become the fame, 

Tn diff ’rent Breads together burn j 
Together Both to Afhes turn. 

Bril Women now feel no fuch Fire, 

And only know the grofs Defire ; 

Their Pafiions move in lower Spheres* 

Where -e’er Caprice or Folly deers* » 

A Dog, a Parrot, or an Ape* 

Or Ibhie worle Brute in human Ihape* 

En grofs the Fancies of the Fair, 

The few loft Moments they can fparC 
F roin Vifits to receive and pay, 

From Scandal, Politicks* and Play, 

Ffom Fans, and Flounces, and Brocades* 
Froih Equipagp and Park- Pasades, 

From all the thoufabd Female Toys* ; 

From tv’ry Trifle, that femplftys . 
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CADENUS and VANESSA. 5 

The out or infide of theijr IJeads, 

Between their Toylets and their Beds.' 

In a dull Stream, which moving flow 
Y ou hardly fee the Current flow, 

If a fmall Breeze obftrufts the Courfe, 

It whirls about for want of Force, 

And in its narrow Circle gathers * 

Nothing but Chaff, and Straws, andFealhfcrs 
The Current of a Female Mind 
Stops thus, and turns with, ev'ry Wind ; 

Thus whirling round, together draws 
Fools, Fops, and Rakes, for Chaff and Straws* , 
Hence we conclude, no Womens Hearts . 

Are won by Virtue, Wit, and Parts j 
Nor are the Men pf Senfe to blam$ 

For Breafts incapable of Flame : 

The Fault muft on the Nyrqphs be plac’d* 

Grown fo corrupted in their Tafte, * 

The Pleader, having fpoke his beft* 

Pad Witnefs ready to atteft. 

Who fairly could on Gath deppfe. 

When Queftions on the Fa6l arple* 

That ev'ry Article was tru& j ' ' 

Nor further thafe Deponents knew i * *■ ■ ' 

Therefore he humbly would iniiff, 

The Bill -might be with Cofts difmift. 

The Caufe appear’d of fo much Weight* 

'That Venus from the judgment- Sea; 

Pefir’d them not to talk fo l.oud j - 

Elfe (he muft interpofe a Cloud : 

For if the Heav'nly Folk fhovrid know * " ;u * 
Thefe Pleadings in the Courts below, 

»■» 
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6 . CADENUS and VANESSA. 

That Mortals here difdain to love, 

She ne’er could fhew her Face above. 

For Gods, their Betters, are top wife 
To value that, which Men defpife. 

And then, laid Hie, my Son and I 
Mull ftrole in Air 'twixt Earth and Sky ; 
Or elfe, (hut out from Heav’n and Earth, 
Fly to the Sea, my Place of Birth } 
Tnerelive with daggl’d Mertftaids pent. 
And keep on Filh perpetual Lent. 

But 1'ince the Cafe appear’d fo nice, 

Site thought it bell to take Advice. 

Th^ Mujes, by their JCing's Permifiion, 
Tho’ Foes to Love, attend the Seflion, 
And on the Bight Hand took their Places 
In Order *, on the Left, the Graces , 

To whom fhe might her Doubts propofe 
On all Emergencies that rofe. 

The Mujes oft were feen to frown j 
The Graces halfaiham'd look down ; 
And ’twas obferv'd, there were but few 
Of either Sex among the Crew, 

Whom (lie or her AfrefTprs knew. 

The Goddefs foon began to fee, 

Things were not ripe for a Decree ; 

And faid Ihe rauft confult her Books, 

The Lover’s FI eta's, B ration's. Cokes. 
Firll to a dapper Clerk (fee beckon'd, 

To turn to 0*vid, Book the fecond j 
She then referr’d them to a place 
(vide Dido's Cafe ; ) 
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CADgNUS and VKWmk * 73 

As for Ttbullufs Reports, , ; . * * • * ’’’V 

They never pafs’d for Law in Courts 
For Cowle/s Briefs, and Plepspf W*U*r f 

Still their Authority is froalicr. - ; 

There was on hoth Sides much to fay > 

.She’d hear the Caufe another Day j • 

And fo Ihe did } and then a Third j 
She heard it — r there fhe kept her Word j r 
But with Rejoinders and Replies, ; * •• • • , 

Long Bilisj and Anfwers, ftuff ’d wi£b I-iej, . 
Peraur, Imparlance, and Eflfeign, 

. The Parties ne'er could I flue join : 

For Sixteen Years the Caufe was fpun $ . 

And then fto.od, where it firft begun. ' 

Now, gentle Clio , linger fay, • : f 

What Venus meanrby this Delay * 

The Goddpfs, much perplex’d in Iidind 
To fee her Empire thus declin’d, 

When firft this grand Debate arpfe 
Above her Wifdom to coropofe, • , 

-Conceiv’d a Pro j eft in her Head * 

To work her Ends ; which, if ifclped, 

W ou’d Ihew the Merits of the Caufe 
Far better, than confuting Laws, 

In a glad Hour Lucina's Aid 
Produc’d on Earth a w.ond’rous Maid, 

O n whom the Queen of Loye was bent >• V 
To try anew Experiment. :< * - 

She threw her Law-books on the Sh^lf, 

And thus ’debated with herfelf. ‘ ' V 

Since Men alledge, they ne’er ean 
Thofe Beauties in a Female. N([ii*d 

B 2 
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S? CADENUS and VANESSA, . 

Which raife a Flame that will endure 
For ever, uncorrapt and pure ; 

If ’tis with Rtafon they complain. 

This Inftant (hall reftore my Reign. 

I’ll fearch, where ev'ry Virtue dwells, 

From Courts inclufive down to Cells ; 

What Preachers talk, or Sages write, 

Thefe I will gather and unite, 

• And reprefent them to Mankind 
Collefted in that Infant’s Mind. 

This faid,(he plucks in Heav’n’s high Bow’rs 
A Sprig of Amaranthine Flow’rs, 

In Neftar thrice infufes Bays, 

Three Times refin’d irr Titans Rays : 

Then calls the Graces to her aid, 

Ahd fprinkles thrice the new-born Maid ; 
From whence the tender Skin aflumes 
A Sweetnefs above all Perfumes ; 

From whence a Cleanlinefs remains, 
Incapable of outward Stains 5 
From whence that Decency of Mind, 

So lovely in a Female Kind, 

Where not one carelefs Thought intrudes, 
Lefs modeft than the Speech of Prudes ; 
Where never Blufh was call’d in Aid, 

The fpurious Virtue in a Maid, 

A Virtue but at fecond-hand ; 

They blufh, becaufe they underftand. 

The Graces next would aft their Part, 

And (hew but little of their Art ; , 

Their Work was half already done, 

The Child with native Beauty fhone. 


CADENUS and VANESSA. Q 
* y 

The outward Form no Help requir’d s 

Each breathing on her thrice, infpir’d 

That gentle, i'oft, engaging Air, % 

Which in old Times adorn’d the Fair ; 

And faid, < ( Vanejfabe the Name, 

** By which thou (halt be known to Fame, 

Vanejfciy by the Gods enroll’d : 

“ Her Name on Earth —(hall not be told.” 

But (till the Work was not compleat. 

When Venus thought on a Deceit : 

Drawn by her Doves, away (he flies, 

And finds out Pallas in the Skies : * 

Dear Pallas , I have been this morn 

To fee a lovely Infant born : 

A Boy in yonder Ifle below, 

So like my own without his Bow, 

By Beauty could your Heart be won,. 

Y ou’d fwear, it is Apollo' s Son : 

But it (hall ne’er be faid, a Child 

So hopeful has by me been fpoil’d ; ' ‘ 

J have enough befides to fpare. 

And give him wholly to your Care. 

. Wisdom’s above fufpe&ing Wiles s 

• The Queen of Learning gravely fmiles j 

Down from Olympus comes with Joy, 

Miftakes Vanejfa for a Boy ; 

Then fows within her tender Mind 

Seeds long unknown to Womankind, 

For manly Boforas chiefly fit ; 

The Seeds of Knowledge, Judgment, Wit 5 

Her Soul was fuddenly endu'd 

With Juftice, Truth and Fortitude } 

With 


/ 
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With Honour, which no Breath can (lain. 
Which Malice muft attack in vain ; 

With open Heart, and bounteous Hand. 

But Pallas here was at a Stand $ 

She knew, in our degenerate Days 
Bare Virtue could not live on Praife ; 

That Meat muft be with Money bought : 

She therefore, upon fecond Thought, 
Infus'd, yet as it were by Stealth, 

Some fmall Regard for State and Wealth J 
Of which, as (he grew up, there ftay’d 
A Tinfhire in the prudent Maid : 

She manag’d her Eftate with Care, 

Yet lik’d three Footmen to her Chair. 

But left he (hould negleft his Studies, 
jLike a young Heir, the thrifty Goddefs 
(For fear young Mafter (hould be fpoil’d,) 
•Wou’d ufe him like a younger Child j 
And, after long computing, found 
’Twou’d come to juft Five Thoufand Pound. 

The Queen of J^ove was pleas’d, and proud. 
To fee Vanejfa thus endow’d ; 

She doubted not, but fuch a Dame 
Thro ? ev’ry Breaft would dart a Flanje ; 
That ev'ry rich and lordly Swain 
With Pride wou’d drag about her Chain ; 
That Scholars wou'd forfake their Books 
To ftudy bright Vanejfa' i Looks : 

As (he advanc'd, that Womankind 
Wou’d by her Model form their Mind, 

And all their Condu6t wou'd be try’d 
;By her, as an unerring Guide ; 


Often*),.' 
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• CADENUS and VANESSA. 

Offending Daughters oft would hear 
VaneJJa ' s Praife rung in their Ear : 

Mifs Betty, when fhe does a Fault, 

Lets fall her Knife, or fpills the Salt, 
Will thus be by her Mother chid, 

“ ’Tis what Vanejfa never did.” 

Thus by the Nymphs and Swains ador'd, 
My Pow’r fhall be again reftor'd, 

And happy Lovers blefs my jReign — 

So Venus hop'd, but hop'd fa vain. 

For when in Time the Martial Maid 
Found out the Trick, that Venus play'd,. 
She fliakes her Helm, fhe knits her Brows 
And fir'd with Indignation vows, * 
To-morrow, e’er the Setting-Sun, 

She’d all undo, that fhe had done. 

But in the Poets we may find, 

A wholefome Law, time out of mind. 
Had been confirm’d by Fate's Decree ; 
That Gods of whatfoe’er Degree 
Refume not, what themfelves have giv'n, 
Or any Brother- God in Heav'n j 
Which keeps the Peace among the Gods, 
Or they mult always be at Odds. 

And Pallas , if fhe broke the Laws, 

Mufl yield her Foe the ftronger Caufe j 
A Shame to one fa much ador’d 
For Wifdom at Jove ' s Council-Board. 
Bciides, fhe fear’d the Queen, of Love 
W'ould meet with better Friends above. 
And tho' fhe muft with Grief refleft, 

To fee a mortal Virgin deck’d. 


IZ: CADENUS and VANESSA. 

With Graces, hitherto unknown 
To Female Breads, except her own } 

Yet (he would aft as bed became 
A Goddefs of unfpotted Fame : 

She knew by Augury Divine, 

Venus wou’d fail in her Defign : 

She dudy’d well the Point, and found 
Her Foes Conclufions were not found* 
From Premifles erroneous brought, 
v And therefore the f Deduftipn’s npught. 

And mud have contrary Effefts 
To what her treach’rpus Foe expefts. 

In proper Seafon Pallas meets 
The Que^p o*f Love, whom thus die greets, 
(For Gods, we are by Homer told. 

Can in Celedial Language fcpld) 

Perfidious Gpddtfs ! byt in vain 
You fortn’d this Projcft in your Brain, 

A Projeft fpr thy Talents fit, 

With much Deceit, and little Wit ; 

Thou as thou (halt quickly fee. 
Deceiv’d jthyfelf, indead of me } 

For how can Heav'iily Wifdom prove 
An Indrumept tp Earthly Love ? 

Know’d thou not yet, that Men commence 
Thy Votaries for Want of Senfe ? 

Nor (hall Vanejfa be the Theme 
To manage thy abortive Scheme ; 

She’ll prove the greated of thy Foes, 

And yet- 1 fcorn to interpofe. 

But ufing neither Skill, nor Force, 

Beave all Things tp their nat’ral -Courfe. 


4 

CADENUS and VANESSA. * 13 

i'hs Goddefs thus pronounc'd her Doom. 
When, lo 1 Fanejfa in her Bloom* 

Advanc’d like Atalanta ' s Star, 

But rarely feen, and feen from far t 
In a new World with Caution ftept. 

Watch’d ill the Company ,/he kept. 

Well knowing from the Books fhc read 
What dang’rotis Paths young Virgins tread ) 
Wou’d feldom at the Park appear. 

Nor faw the Play-houfe twice a Year ; 

Yet not incurious, was inclin’d 
To know the Converfe of Mankind. 

Fir ft iflued from Perfumers Shops 
A Croud of fafhionable Fops $ 

They alk’d her, how (he lik’d the Play t 
Then told the Tattle of the Day j 
A Duel fought laft Night at Two, 

About a Lady -*•- Yoti know who f 
Mention’d a new Italian, come 
Either from Mnfco<vy or Rohtc \ 

Gave Hints of who and whd’s together ; 

Then fell to talking of the; Weather * 

Laft Night wis fo extremely fine, 

The Ladies Walk’d till after Nine,* 

Then in foft Voice, and Speech abfurd, 

With Nonfenfe ev’ry fecond Word, 

With Fuftian from exploded Play*, . 

They celebrate her Beauty’s Praife, 

Run o’er their Cant of ftupid Lyes, 

And tell the Murders of her Eyes. 

With filent Scorn Vanejfa fat, 

Scarce lift’ning to their idle Chat ; 

Further 
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r 14 CADENUS and VANESSA. . . 

Further than fometimes by a Frown, 

When they grew pert, to pull them down. 
At lad (lie fpitefully was bent 
To try their Wifdom’s f ull Extent ; 

And laid, fhe valu'd nothing lefs 
Than Titles, Figure, Shape, andDrefsj 
That Merit fhould be chiefly plac’d 
In Judgment, Knowledge, Wit, and Tafte 
And thefe, flie offer’d to difpute, 

Alone diftinguilh’d Man from Brute 
That, prelent Times have no Pretence 
To Virtue, in the Noble Scnfe, 

By Greeks and Romans underflood, 

To perifli for our Country’s Good. 

She nam’d the ancient Heroes round, 
Explain’d for what they were renown’d \ 
Then fpoke with Ccnl'ure, or Applaufe, 

Of foreign Gufloms, Rites, and Laws ; 
Thro’ Nature and thro’ Art flie rang’d, 

And gracefully her Subjeft chang’d j 
I n v^in j her Hearers had no Share 
In all Jhe fpoke, except to flare.* 

Their Judgment was upon the Whole, 

— That. Lady is the dulled Soul — 

Then tipt their Forehead in a Jeer, 

As who Ihould fay — - fhe wants it here *, 

She may be handfoirie, young and rich. 

But none will burn her for a Witch. 

A Party next of glitt'ring Dames, 

•From round the Purlieus of' St. James, 

Came early, out of pure Good-will, 

To fee the Girl in Defhabille. 


Their 


CADENUS and VANESSA, if 

Their Clamour ’lighting from their Chairs 
Grew louder, all the Way up Stairs 5 
At Entrance loudeft, where they found 
The Room with Volumes litter’d round j 
Vanejfa held Montaigne, and read, 

Whilft Mrs* Sufan comb’d her Head : 

They call’d for Tea and Chocolate, 

And fell into their ufual Chat, 

■Difcourfing with important Face 
* Oil Ribbons, Fans, and Gloves and Lace ; 
Shcw’d Patterns juft from India brought. 

And gravely afk’d her what /lie thought. 
Whether the Red or Green were heft, 

And what they coft ? V ’anejfa guels’d. 

As came into her Fancy fir ft ; 

Nam’d half the Rates, and lik’d the worft. 

Td Scandal next— -What auk ward Thing 
Was that, laft Sunday , in the Ring ? 

I’m forry Mopfa breaks fo faft ; 

I faid her Face wou'd never laft. 

Corinna , with th 3 t youthful Air, . 

Is Thirty, and a Bit to ipare. 

Her Fondnefs for a certain Earl 
Be'gan, when 1 Was but a Girl. 

Phillis, who but a Month ago 
Was marry ’d to the Tunbridge Beau, 

I faw coquetting t'other Night 
In publick with that odious Knight* 

They rally ’d next Vanejfa ' s Prefs ; * # 

That Gown Was made for old Queen BeJ) : 
Dear Madam, Let roe let your Head ; 

Don't you intend, to pur on Red ? * ‘ ’ 

C A Felti- 
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A Petticoat without a Hoop ! 

Sure, you arc not afham’d to ftoop ; 

With handfome Garters at your Knees, 

No matter what a Fellow lees. 

Fill’d with Diidain, with Rage inflam’d, 
Roth of hcrfelf and Sex alham'd. 

The Nymph flood filent out of Spight, 

Nor wou’d vouchl’afe to fet them right. 

Away the fair Detractors went, 

And gave by Turns their Centimes Vent. ‘ 
She’s not lo handfome, in my Eyes : 

For Wit, I wonder where it lies. 

She’s fair and clean, and that's the molt ; 

But why proclaim her for a Toaft ? 

A Baby Face, no Life, no Airs, 

But what Ihe learnt at Country Fairs s 
Scarce knows what Difference is betweea * 
Rich Flanders Lace, and Colb er teen. 

I'll undertake, my little Nancy 
In Fi ounces has a better Fancy. 

With all her Wit, I w^u’d not afk 
Her Judgment, how to buy a Mafic. 

We begg’d her but to patch her Face, 

She never hit one proper Place j 
Which ev’ry Girl at five Years old 
Can do, as foon as (lie is told. 

I own, that out-of-falhion Stuff 
Becomes the Creature well enough j 
The Girl might pals, il wc cou’d get her \ 
’ To know the World a little better. 

(To kno-vj the IVorld ■' a modern Phrafe, 

For Vilits, Ombre, Balls and Plays.) 

• Thu», 
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Thus, to the World’s perpetual Shame, 
The Queen of Beauty loft her Aim. 

Too late with Grief file underftood, 

Balias had done more Harm than Good ; 

For great Examples are but vain, 

Where Ignorance begets Difdain. 

Both Sefces, arm’d with Guilt and Spite, 
Againft Vaneffa ' s Pow’r unite ; 

To copy her few Nymphs afpir’d ; 

Her Virtues fewer Swains admir’d : 

So Stars, beyond a certain Height, 
i Onfe Mortals neither Heat nor Light. 

Yet fome of either Sex, endow’d 
With Gifts fuperior to the Crowd, 

With Virtue, Knowledge, Tafte and Wit, 
She condefcended to admit. 

With pleafipg Arts file cou'd reduce 
Men’s Talents to their proper Ufe $ 

And with Addrefs*each Genius held 
To that, wherein itmoft excell’d j 
Thus leaking others Wifdom known, 

Ctm'd pleafethem, and improve her ow^, 

A modeft Youth (aid ibmething new, 

. She plac’d it in the ftrongeft View. 

All humble Worth file firove to raife ; 

Wou’d not be prais’d, yet lov’d to praife. 

The Learned met with free Approach, 
Although they came not in a Coach. 

Some Clergy too fhe wou’d allow, 

Nor quarrel’d at their auk ward Bow : 

But this was for Cadenus ’ Sake, 

A Gownman of a. different Make j 

C z Whom 
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Whom Pallas, once Vanejfa's Tutor, 

Had fix'd on for her Coadjutor. . . 

But Cupid , full of Mifchief, longs 
To vindicate his Mother’s Wrongs. • # 

On Pallas all Attempts arc vain ; 

One Way he knows to give ho^ Pain ; 

Vows, on VatieJJa ‘s Heart to take ' 

Due Vengeance, for her Patron’s Sake. <\ 

Thofe early Seeds by V tnus fown, T 

In fpite of Pallas, now were grown ; 

And Cupid hop’d they wou’d improve 
By Time, and ripen into Love, * '• 

The Boy made ule of all his Craft, 

In vain difcharging many a Shaft, -v 

Pointed at Col’nels, Lords, and Beaux 5 
Cadenus warded off the Blows ; 

For placing Hill fome Book betwixt, 7/ • 

The Darts were in the Cover fix’d, • 

Or often blunted and recoil’d, • \ 

On Plutarch's Morals (truck, were (poll'd. 

The Queen of Wifdom could fbrcfee, ' i 

But not prevent, the Fates Decree : * > 

And human Caution tries in vain 
To break that Adamantine Chain. v 
Vanejfa , though by Pallas taught, 

By Love invulnerable thought. 

Searching in Books for Wifdom’s Aid, 

Was, in the very Search, betray’d. 

Cupid , though all his Darts were loft, 

Vet (till refolv’d to fpareno Coft ; * 

He could not anfwer to his Fame 

The T riumphs of that ftubbom Dame ; . *. 

A Nymph 
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A Nymph fo hard to be fubdu’d, 

Who neither was Coquette nor Prude. 

I find, fays he, fhe wants a Do&or, 

Both to adore her, and inftruft her : 

I’ll give her, what Ihe molt admires, 

Among thole venerable Sires.' 

Cadenus is a Subject fit, 

Grown old in Politicks and Wit j 
Carefs’ckby Minilters of State ; 

Of half Mankind the Dread and Hate. 
Whate’er Vexations Love attend. 

She need no Rivals apprehend. 

Her Sex, with univerlal Voice, 

Muft laugh at her capricious Choice. 

Cad$nus many Things had writ \ 

Vctnejfa much efteem'd bis Wit, 

And call’d for his Poetic Works ! 

Mean Time the Boy in Secret lurks, 

And while the Book was in her Hand, 

•The Urchin fromthis private Stand 
Took Aim, and fhot with all his Strength 
A Dart of Inch prodigious Length, 

It pierc’d the feeble Volume thro', » 

And deep transfix’d her Bofom too. 

Some Lines, more moving than the reft, 

Struck to the Point that pierc’d her Breaft $ 
And,' borne dire&ly to the Heart, 

With Pains unknown increas’d her Smart, 
Vanejfa, not in Years a Score, 

Dreams of a Gown of forty-four ; 

Imaginary Charms can find" £ 

la Lyes with Reading almofl blind : 

C t Cadet: us 
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Cadenus now no more appears 
Declin’d in Health, advanc'd in Years: 
She fancies Mufick in his Tongue \ 

Nor farther looks, but thinks him young* 
What Mariner is not afraid 
To venture in a Ship decay’d ? 

What Planter will attempt to yoke 
A Sapling with a falling Oak ? 

As Years increafq, She brighter fnine$ ; 
Cadenus with each Day declines ; 

And He muft fall a Prey to Time, 

While She continues in her Prime* 
Cadenus common Forms apart, 

In ev’ry Scene had kept his Heart ; 

Had figh’d and languilh’d, vow'd and writ 
For Paftime, or to fhew his Wit ; 

But Time, and Books, and Stater Affairs, 
Had fpoil’d his fafliionable Airs j 
He now cou’d praiie, eflccm, approve. 

But underflootl not, what was Love. 

His Conduft might have made him ftil’d ' 
A Father, and the Nymph his Child* 
That innocent Delight he took 
To fee the Virgin mind her Book, 

Was but the Mailer's fecrct Joy 
In School to hear the finefl Boy. 

Her Knowledge with her Fancy grew 5 * 
She hourly prefs’d for. fomething new : 
Ideas came into her Mind 
So fall, his Leffons lagg’d behind ; 

She reafon’d, without plodding long, 

Nor ever gave her Judgment wrong* 
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But now a fudden Change was wrought ; 

She minds no longer what he taught. 

Cadenus was amaz’d to find 
Such Marks of a diftra6led Mind 5 
For tho’ (he fe'em’d to liften more 
To all hefpoke, than e’er before ; 

He found her Thoughts would abfent range. 
Yet guefs’d not, whence could fpring the 
And firft hemodeftly conjefhires, [Change. 
His Pupil might be tir’d with Le&ures : 
Which help’d to mortify his Pride, 

Yet gave him not the Heart to chide ; 

But in a mild dejected Strain 
At laft he ventur’d to complain : 

Said, (he (hould be no longer teiz’d ; 

Might have her Freedom, when (he pleas’d j 
Was now convinc’d, he a£ted wrong. 

To hide her from the World fo long ; 

And in dull Studies to engage 
One of her tender Sex and Age : 

That ev’ry Nymph with Envy own’d, 

How (lie might mine in the Grande Monde $ 
And ev’ry Shepherd was undone 
To fee herHoifter’d like a Nun : 

This was a vifionary Scheme ; 

He wak'd, and found it but a Dream ; 

A Project far above his Skill, 

For Nature muft be Nature (till : 

If He was bolder, than became 
A Scholar to a courtly^ Dame, 

She might exc^fbdiiyXan; of. Letters ; 

Thus Tutors often treat their Betters':' . , 
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And, fince his Talk offenfive grew. 

He caine to take his laft Adieu. 

Vancjja fill’d with juft Dii'dain, 

Would ftill her Dignity maintain, 

Inftru&ed from her tal ly Years’ 

To fcorn the Art of Female Tears. 

Had he employ’d his Time fo long 
To teach her what was Right or Wrong, 

Yet cou’d fuch Notions entertain, 

^That ali his Le&ures were in vain l 
She own’d the wand’ring of her Thoughts, 

But He muft anfwer for her Faults. 

She well remember’d, to her Coft, 

That all his Lefl'ons were not loft. * 

Two Maxims flie could ftill produce. 

And fad Experience taught lier Ufe ; 

That Virtue, pleas’d by being fhbwn. 

Knows nothing, which it dare not own ; * 
Can make us without Fear difclofe 
Our inmoft Secrets to our Foes : 

That, common Forms were not defign’d 
Dire&ors to a noble Mind. 

Now, laid the Nymph, I’ll let you fee. 

My A&ions with your Rules agree ; 

That I can vulgar Forms defpiie, 

And have no Secrets to difguife.- 
I knew, by what you faid and writ. 

How dang'rous Things were Men of Wit : 
You caution’d me agaihft their Charms, 

But never gave me equal Arms : 

Your Leflons found the weakeft Part, 

Aim’d at foe Head, but reach’d the Heart. * 

Cadenus 
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Cadmus felt within him rife 
Shame, Difappointment, Guilt, Surprize. 

He knew not, how to reconcile 
Such Language with her ufual Style : 

And yet her Words were fo expreft. 

He cou’d not hope {he fpoke in Jcft. 

His Thoughts had wholly been confin’d 
To form and cultivate her Mind. 

He hardly knew, till he was told, 

Whether the Nymph were Young or Old ; 
Had met her in. a publick Place, 

Without diftinguifhing her Face ; 

Muchlefs cou’d his declining Age 
VaneJfcCs earlieft Thoughts engage s 
And if her Youth IndiiFrence met. 

His Perfon mutt Contempt beget $ 

Or grant her Paflion be fincere, 

How (hall his Innocence be clear f 
Appearances were all fo ftrong, 

The World mutt think him in the wrong | 
Wou’d foy, He made a treach’rous Ufe 
• Of Wit, to flatter and feduce : 

The Town wou'd {Wear, he had betray’d. 
By Magick- Spells, the harmlefs Maid ; 

And ev’ryBeau wou’d have his Jokes, 

That Scholars are like other Folks j 
That when Platonick Flights were over. 

The Tutor turn’d a mortal Lover. 

So tender of the young and Fair ? 

It {hew’d a true Paternal Care 

Five Thoufand Guineas in her Purfe ? 

The Doctor might. have. fancy ’d worfe. • 
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Hardly at length he Silence broke. 
And f^ulter’d'ev’ry Word he fpoke j 
Interpreting her Complaifance, 

Juft a Man fans Confequence. 

She rally’d well, he always knew ; 

Her Manner now was fomething new $ 
And what fhe fpoke was in an Air 
As ferious, as a Tragick Player : 

But thofe who aim at Ridicule, 

Shou’d fix upon fome certain Rule, 
Which fairly hints, they are in Jeff, 
Elfe he mu ft enter his Proteft ; 

For let a Man be ne’er fo wife, 

He may be caught with fober Lies ; 

A Science, which he never taught. 

And, to be free, was dearly bought ; 
For, take it in its proper Light, 

’Tis juft, what Coxcombs call a Bite . 

But not to dwell on Things minute, 
Vanejfa finifh’d the Difpute ; 

Brought weighty Arguments to prov£. 
That Realon was her Guide in Love. 
She thought, he had himfelf defcrib'd. 
His Do6lrines when fhe firft imbib’d ; 
What he had planted, now was grown 
His Virtues fhe might call her own ; 
'As he approves, as he diflikes, 

Love or Contempt her Fancy ftvikes. 
Self-love, in Nature footed faft, 

Attends us firft, and leaves us laft : 
Why fhe likes him, admire not at her; 
She loves herlelf, and that’s the Matter. 
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' How was her Tutor wont to praife 
The Genius’s of ancient Days 1 
(Thofe Authors he fo oft had nam'd 
For Learning, Wit, and Wifdom fam’d) 
Was ftruck with Love, Efteem, and Awe 
r or Perfons, whom he never faw. 

Suppofe Cadenus flourifh'd then, 

He muft adore fuch God-like Men. 

It one fhort Volume cou’d comprize 
All that was witty, learn’d, and wile, 

How wou’d it be efteem’d, and read, 

A-ltho’ the Writer long were dead 1 
It liich an Author were alive, 

How all wou’d for his Friendftiip ftrire 5 • 
And come in Crowds to lee his Face ! 

And this the takes to be her Cafe. 

Cadenus anfwers ev’ry End, 

The Book, the Author, and the Friend $ 
The utmoft her Defires will reach, 

Is but to learn, what He can teach i 
His Converfe is a Syftera fit 
Alone to fill up all her Wit j 
While ev’ry Paflion of her Mind 
s In him is center’d and confin’d. 

Love can with Speech inlpire a Mute j 
And taught Vancffa to dilpute. 

This Topick, never touch'd before, 
Difplay'd her Eloquence the more*: 

Her Knowledge, with fuch Pains acquir'd. 
By this new Patfion grew infpir’d. 

Tht / o’ this Ihe made all Objects pafs. 

Which gave a Tin&ure o'er the Mafs \ 
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As Rivers, tlio’ they bend and twine* 

Still to the Sea their Courfe incline 3 
Or, as Philofophers, who find 
Some fav’rite Syftem to their Mind, 

In ev’ry Point to make it fit, 

Will force all Nature to fubmit. 

Cadenus , who cou’d ne'er fufpeft 
His Lefions wou’d have fuch Effett, 

Or be fo artfully apply’d, 

Infenfibly came on her Side. 

It was an unforefeen Event ; 

Things took a Turn he never meant; * 
Whoe’er excels in what we prize. 

Appears a Hero to our Eyes : 

Each Girl, when pleas’d with what is taught, 
Will have the Teacher in her Thought ; 
When Mifs delights in her Spinnet, 

A Fidler may a Fortune get } 

A Blockhead, with melodious Voice, 

In Boarding-Schools can have his Choice ; 
And oft' the Dancing-Mafter’s Art, 

Climbs from the Toe tp touch the Heart : 

In Learning lefa Nymph delight, 

The Pedant gets a Miftrefs by’t. 

Cadenus, to his Grief and Shame, 

Cou'd fcarcc oppole Vanejfa' Flame ; 

But tho’ her Arguments were ftrong, 

At leaft cou’d hardly with them wrong* 
Howe’er it came, he cou'd not tell. 

But, lure, (lie never talk’d fo well . 1 

His Pride began to interpole 
iPrefcrr’d belore a Crowd of Beaux 
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fco bright a Nymph to come unfought ! 

Such Wonder by his Merit wrought 1 
’Tis Merit muft with her prevail ; 

He never knew her Judgment fail ; 

She noted all fhe ever read ; 

And had a moft difcerning Head. 

’Tis an old Maxim in the Schools, 

That Vanity's the Food of Fools j 
Yet now and then your Men of Wit 
Will condefcend to take a Bit. 

So, when Cadcms cou’d not hide. 

He chole to juftify, his Pride ; 

Conftr'ing the Paflion fhe had fliown, 

Much to her Praife, more to his Own* 
Nature in him had Merit plac’d. 

In her, a moft judicious Tafte. 

Love, hitherto a tranfient Gueft, 

Ne’er held Pofleflion in his Brcaft ; 

So long attending at the Gate, •, 

Difdain’d to enter in folate. 

Lo-ve 3 why do we one Paflion call, 

When 'tis a Compound of them all ? 

Where hot and cold, where fharp and fwcet, 
In all their Equipages meet j 
Where Pleafures mix'd with Pains appear, 
Sorrow with Joy, and Hope with Fear $ 
Wherein his Dignity and Age 
Forbid Cadmus to engage. 

But Friendship in its greateft Height, 

A conftant, rational Deliglr, 

On Virtue’s Bafis fix'd to laft„ 

"When Love's Allurements long are pa ft 

D Which 
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Which gently warms, but cannot burn j > 
He gladly oilers in Return : 

His want of Paflion vyill redeem, 

With Gratitude, Rclpe61 r Efteem j 
With that Devotion we bellow. 

When GodileiTe9 appear below. 

While thus Cadenus entertains 
Vancjja in exalted Strains, 

The Nymph in fober W r ords intreats 
A* Truce with all fublime Conceits : 

For why fuch Raptures, Flights and Fancies 
To her, who durft not read Romances 1 : 
Jn lofty Style to make replies. 

Which he had taught her to defpile ! 

But when her T tit or will attecl 
Devotion, Duty, and Refpeft, 

He fairly abdicates his Throne ; 

The Government is now her own t 
He has a forfeiture incurred ; 

She vows to take him at his W ord, 

And hopes he will not take it ftrange. 

If both lhou'd now their Stations change. 
Xhe Nymph will have her T urn, to be 4 
The Tutor, and the Pupil, he : 

Thcf die already can difeern, 

Her Scholar is not apt to learn ; 

Or wants Capacity to reach 
The Science, ihe defigns to teach ; 

Wherein his Genius was below 
The Skill of ev’ry common Beau *, , 

Who, tho’ he cannot lpell, is wife 
Enough to read a Lady's Eyes, 
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And will each accidental Glance 
Interpret for a kind Advance. 

But what Succefs Vcmcjfy met, 

Js to the World a Secret yet y 
Whether the Nymph, t«pleafeher Swain, 
Talks in a high romantick Strain j 
Or whether He at laft defcends 
To like with lefs Seraphick Ends 5 
Or to compound the Bus,’nefs, whether 
Thev temper Love and Books together, 

Molt never to Mankind be told ; 

Nor lhali the confcious Mufe untold. 

Mean time the mournful Siueen of Love 
Led but aweary Life above- 
She ventures now to leave the Skies, 

Grown by Vanejfa' s ^onduft wile. 

For tho’ by one perverfe Event 
Pallas had crofs’d her firft Intent ; 

Tho’ her Delign was not obtain’d. 

Yet had the much Experience gain’d 5 
And, by the Project vainly try’d, 

Could better now the Caufe decide. 

She gave due Notice, that both Parties, 

Coram Regina prox' die Martis , 

Shou’d at their Peril without fail 
Come and appear, and fave their Bail. 

All met $ and, Salenoe thrice proclaim'd. 

One Lawyer to each Side was nam'd. 

The Judge difcover’d in her Face * 
Reientments for her late Difgrace 5 
And full of Anger, Shame„and Grief, 
JDirefled them to mind their Brief j * 

D z Nor 
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Nor fpend their Time to (hew their Reading 5 
She’d have a fummary Proceeding. 

She gather’d under .ev’ry Head 
The Sum, of what each Lawyer &id ; 

Gave her own Reafons laft $ and then 
Decreed the Caufe againft the Men . 

But, in a weighty Cafe like this, 

. To (hew fhe did not judge amifs, 

Vfhich evil Tongues might elfe report, 

She made a Speech in open Court j j 

Wherein Ihe grievoufly complains, 

44 How llie was cheated by the Swains.” l 
On whofe Petition (humbly (hewing 
That Women were not worth the wooing, 
And that unlefsthe Sex would mend, 

The Race of Lovers fooi^muft end j) 

44 She was at Lord knows what Expence 
44 To form a>Nymph of Wit and Senfe } 

“ A Model for her Sex defign’d, 

44 Who never could one Lover find. 

44 She law her Favour was mifplac’d ; 

44 The Fellows had a wretched Tafte ; 

44 She. needs muft tell them to their Face, 

44 They were a fenfelefs, ftupid Race 5 
44 And were (lie to begin agen, 

44 She’d, ftudy to reform the Men ; •• 

44 Or add fome Grains of Folly more i- 
44 To Women, than they had before, i * 
44 Tq put them on an equal Foot ; 

44 And this, or nothing elfe, wou’ddo’t. 

44 This might thejr mutual Fancy ftrike, 

44 Sinca> ev’ry Being loves its Like, 

• « But 
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“ But now, repenting what was done, 
tc She left all Bus’nefs to her Son ; 
te She puts the World in his Pofieflion, 

“ And let him ufc it at Difcretion.” 

The Cry’r was order’d to difmifs 
The Court ;■ 'io made his iaft 0 yes ! 

The Goddefs wou'd no longer wait ; 

But rifins: from her Chair of State, 

Left all below at Six and Sev’n ; 

Harnefs’d her Doves, and flew to Heav'n. 


Baucis and Philemon. Imitated 
from the Eighth Book of Ovid. 

I N ancient Tirries, as Story tells, 

The Saiitfs wou'd often leave their Cells, 
And ftrole about, but hide their Quality, 
To try good People’s Hofpitality. 

It happen’d on a Winter Night, 

As Authors of the Legend write, 

Two Brother Hermits, Saints by Trade, 
Taking their Tpjtr in Mafquerade, 

Difguis’d in tatter’d Habits, went 
To a fmall Village down in Kent j 
Where, in the Strollers canting Strain, 

They begg’d from door to door in vain \ 
Try’d ev’ry Tone might Pity win, 

But not a Soul would let them in. 

D 3 
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Our wand’ring Saints in woful ftate. 
Treated at this ungodly rate, 

Having thro" all the Village pafs’d, 

To a imall Cottage came at lalt ; 

Where dwelt agoodhonefl: old Yeoman, 
Call’d, in the Neighbourhood, Philemcn 9 
Who kindly did thefe Saints, invite 
In his poor Hut to pafs the Night ; 

And then the hofpitable Sire 
Bid Goody Baucis jnend the Fire ; 

While he from out the Chimney took 
A Flitch of Bacon off the Hook j 
And freeTyTrom the fatteft fide 
Cut out large Slices to be fry’d ; 

Then ftepp’d afideto letch ’em Drink, i 
Fill’d a large Jug up to the brink. 

And law it fairly twice go round ; 

Yet (what is wonderful) they found, 
’Twas ftill;replenifli’d to the top, 

As if they ne’er had touch’d a dr op. 

The good old Couple were amaz’d. 

And often on each other gaz'd j 
For both were frighted to the Heart, 

And juft began to cry, What art ! 

Then foftly turn’d alkie to view, 

Whether the Lights were burning blue. 
The gentle Pilgrims foon aware on’t, 

Told ’em their Calling, and their Errant 
Good Folks, you need not be afraid. 

We are but Saints , the Hermits laid ; 

No Hurt lhall come to you or yours j 
But for that Pack of churlilh Boors, 
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Not fit to live on Chriftian Ground, 

They and their Houles fhall be drown’d ; 
Whiift you lhall fee your Cottage rife, 

And growa Church before your eyes. 

They l'carce had fpoke ; when fair and loft 
The Roof began to mount aloft ; 

Aloft rofe ev’ry Beam and' Rafter, 

The heavy Wall climb'd llowly after. 

The Chimney widen’d, and grew higher,: 
Became a Steeple with a Spire. 

The Kettle to the Top was hoift. 

And there flood fatten'd to a Joift, 

But with the TJpfide down, to Ihow 
Its Inclination for below : 

In vain } for a fuperior Force 
Apply ’d at Bottom, ftops its courfe. 

Doom’d ever in Sufpenceto dwell } 

*Tis now no Kettle, but a Bell. 

A Wooden Jack, vyhich had almott 
Loft by difufe the Art to roaft, 

A fudden Alteration feels. 

Increas’d by new Inteftine Wheels ; 

And what exalts the Wonder more, r 
The Number made the Motion flow’r. , 
The Flyer, tho't had’leaclen Feet, 

Turn’d round fo quick, you fcarce cou’d fee't j 
But flacken’d by iome fecret Pow’r, '■ 

Now hardly moves an inch an Hour. ‘ 

The Jack and Chimney near ally’d. 

Had never left each other’s Side } 

The Chimney to a Steeple grown. 

The Jack would not be left alone 5 
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But up againft the Steeple rear’d, 

Became a Clock, and ftill adher'd ; ^ 

And ftill its Love to Houfliold Care» 

By a Ihrill Voice at Noon declares; 

Warning the Cook-Maid, not to burn 
That Roaft-Meat, which it cannot turn. 

The Groaning Chair began to crawl, * 
Like an huge Snail along the Wall j 
There ftuck aloft in publick view j 
And with i’mall Change, a Pulpit grew. . 

The Porringers, that in a Row 
Hung high, and made a glitt’ring Show, 

To a lefs noble Subftance chang'd, 

Were now but leathern Buckets rang’d. 

The Ballads pafted on the Wall, 

Of Joan of France , and Englijh Molly ■ ' - » 
Fair Rofamond , and Robin Hood t 
The little Children in the Wood, 

Now feem'd to look abundance better. 
Improv’d in Pifture, Size, and Letter ; ' 

And high in Order plac'd, deferibe 
The Heraldry bf ev’ry Tribe. 

A Bedftead of the antique mode, - ’ 
Compa£l of Timber, many a Load, • 

Such as our Anceftors did ufe, 

Was metamorphos’d into Pews : 

Which ftill their ancient Nature keep. 

By lodging Folks difpos’d to Sleep. 

The Cottage, by luch Feats asthefe, 

Grown to a Church by juft degrees, 

The Hermits then defil’d their Hoft 
To aik for what he fancy’d molt. 

'Philemon 


* 
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BAUCIS and PHILEMON. 35 

Philemon having paus’d a while, 

Return'd them Thanks in homely Style j 
Then faid, my Houfe is grown fo fine, 

Methinks I ftill wou’d call it mine : 

I’m old, and fain wou'd live atEafe ; 

Make me the Parfon , if you pleafe. 

He fpoke ; and prefently he feels 
His Grazier’s Coat fall down his Heels ; 

He fees, yet hardly can believe. 

About each Arm a Pudding Sleeve ; 

His W aiftcoat to a Caffock grew. 

And both affum’d a fable Hue ; 

But being old, continu’d juft 

As thread -bare, and as full of Duft. • ’ 

His Talk was now of 7 ythes and Dues ; 

He fraoak’d his Pipe, and read the Ne^Vs j 
Knew how to preach old Sermons next, 

Vamp’d in the Preface and the Text 5 
At Chfift’nings well could aft his Part, 

And had the Service all by Heart j 4 

Wifh’d Women might have Children fa ft ; 

And thought whofe Sow had farrow’d laft j 
Againft Dijfenters would repine. 

And *ftood up firm for Right divine. 

Found his Head fill’d with many a Syftem, 

But Claflick Authors,-- -fie never mift ’em. 

Thus having furbifh’d up aJParfon, - * *• 

Dame Baucis next they play’d their Farce on* 
Inftead of Home-fpun Coifs were feen 
Good Pinners edg'd with Colberteen j ' 

Her Petticoat transform’d a-pace 
Became black Satin flounc’d with Lace. 

Plain 
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3 6 BAUdfS and PHILEMON. 

Plain Goody would no longer down, 

Twas Madam , in her.Grogram Gown. 
Philemon was in great Surprize, 

And hardly could believe his Eyes, 

Amaz’d to fee her look fo prim ; 

And Hie admir'd as much at Him. 

Thus, happy in their Change of Life 
Were fev’ral Years this Man and Wife ; 
When on a Day, which prov’d their lait, 
Pifcourfmg o’er old Stories paft, 

They went by chance amidft their Talk, 

T o the Church Y ard to take a Walk 5 
When Baucis haftily cry'd out, 

My Dear, I fee your Forehead fprout ! 

Sprout, quoth the Man ! What’s this you tell us ? 
I hope ybu don’t believe me Jealous : 

But yet, methinks, I feel it true $ 

And really, yours is budding too---- 

Nay, now I cannot llir my Foot ; 

It feels as if ’twere taking Root. 

Defcription would but tire my Mufe : 

In fliort, they both were turn'd to Yews, 

Old Goodman Dobfon of the Green 
Remembers he the T rees has feen ; 

He’ll talk of them from Noon till Night, 

And goes with Folks to fhew the Sight : 

On Sundays , after Ev’ning Pray’r, 

He gathers all the Parilh there 5 
Points out the Place of either Yew ; 

Here Baucis , there Philemon grew, 

'Pill onceaParfon of our Town 
To mend his Barn cut Baucis down ; 


At 


A DESCRIPTION of, Sec. 37 

At which, ’tis hard to be believ’d, 

How much the other Tree was griev’d ; 

Grew ferubby, dv’d a -top, was Hunted $ 

So, the next Parlon ftubb’d and burnt it 

*» * * 


-A Defcription of a City Shower. 
In Imitation of VirgiPj Georg. 

C AREFUL Obfervers may foretel the 
Hour 

(By fure Prognofticks) when to dread a 
Show’r. 

While Rain depends, thepenfive Cat gives o’er 
Her Frolicks, and purities her Tail no more. 
Returning Home at Night, you’ll find the Sink. 
Strike your offended Senfe with double Stink. 
If you be wife, then go not far to dine ; 

You’ll fpend^n Coach-hire more than fave in 
Wine. 

f: f 

A coming Show'r your fhpoting Corns prefage. 
Old Aches throb, your hollow Tooth will rage j 
Saunt’ring in Coffee- Houle is Dubnan feen ; 
He damns the Climate, and complains of Spleen, 
Mean while the South, riling with dabbled 
Wings, 

A fable Cloud a- thwart the Welkin flings, 
That fwill’cl more Liquor than it could con- 
tain, 

And, like a Drunkard, gives itup again. 

B rifle 
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3 8 A DESCRIPTION of 

Brilk Sufan whips her I.innen from the Rope, 
Whiift the firft drizzling Show’r is borne su 
flope } 

Such is that Sprinkling, which fome carelefs 
Quean, 

Flirts on you from her Mop, but not fo clean 3 
You fly, invoke the Gods ; then turning, flop 
To rail ; Ihe Tinging, ftill whirls on her Mop. 
Not yet the Duft had ftiun’d th’ unequal Strife, 
But, aided by the Wind, fought ftill for Life, 
And wafted with its Foe by violent Guft, 
’Twas doubtful which was Rain, and which 
was Duft. 

Ah ! where muft needy Poet feek for Aid, 
When Duft and Rain at once his Coat in- 
vade ? 

His only Coat, where Duft confus’d with Rain 
Roughen the Na}>, and leave a mingled Stain. 
Now in contiguous Drops the Flood comes 
down, 

Threat’ning with Deluge this devoted Town. 
To Shops in Crowds the daggled Females fly, 
•Pretend to cheapen Goods, but nothing buy. 
The Templar l'pruce, while ev’ry Spout’s a- 
broach, 

Stays till ’tis fair, yet feems to call a Coach. 
The tuck’d up Semftrefs walks with hafty 
Strides, 

While Streams run down her oil’d Umbrella’s 
’ w Sides. 

Here various Kinds, by various Fortunes led, 
Commence Acquaintance underneath a Shed t 

Triumphant 
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*a CITY SHOWER. ?Q 

Triumphant Tories, and defponding Whigs, 
Forget their Fends, and join to lave their Wigs. 
Box’d in a Chair the Beau impatient fits, 
While Spouts run clatt’ring o’er the Roof by 
Fits } 

And ever and anon with frightful Din 
The Leather founds *, he trembles from within : 
So when Skroy Chair-men bore the wooden 
Steed, 

Pregnant with Greeks impatient to be freed ; 
(Thofe Bully Greeks , who, as the Moderns do, 
Inftead of paying Chair -men, run them thro',) 
Laocoon ftrack the Outfide with his Spear, 
And each imprifon'd Hero quak’d for Fear. 

Now from all Farts the fwelling Kchnels 
flow, 

And bear their T rophies with them 2s they go : 
Filths of all Hues and Odours feem to tell, 
What Street they fail’d from, by their Sight 
and Smell. 

They, as each Torrent drives, with rapid Force, 
From Srnthfeld , or St. Pulckrc's fhape their 
Courfe, 

And in huge Confluent join’d at Snow-kill 
Ridge, 

Fall from the Conduit prone to Holboum -Bridge : 
Sweepings from Butcher’s Stalls, Dung, 
Guts and Blood, 

Drown’d Puppies, funking Sprats, all 
drench'd in Mud, 

Dead Cats* and Turnip Tops, come tum- 
bling down the Flood. 

L A De- 



A Defcription of the Morning. 

N O W hardly here and there an Hackney 
Coach 

Appearing fhew’d the ruddy Mom's 
Approach. 

Now "Betty from her Mailer’s Bed had flown. 
And foftly ftole to dil'compofe her own. 

The Slipfnod ’Prentice from his Mailer's 
Door 

Had par’d the Dirt, and fprinkled round the 
Floor. 

Now Moll had whirl’d her Mop with dextrous 
Airs, 

P epar'd to lerub the Entry and the Stairs. 
The Youth with broomy Stumps began to 
. trace 

The Kennel -Edge, where Wheels had worn 
the Place. 

The Small-coal Man was heard with Cadence 
deep, 

Till drown'd in Ihriller Notes of Chimney- 
Sweep. 

Duns at his Lordlhip’s Gate began to meet ; 
And Brick- Dull Moll had fcreain’d thro’ half 
the Street. 

The Turnkey new his Flock returning lees, 
Duly let outa-nights to flea! for Fees. 

The 
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An ADDRESS to the , Sec. 41 

The watchful Bailiffs take their filent Stands, 
And Stfhool-Boys lag with Satchels in their 
Hands. 


Horace, Epiftle VII. Book T. 
Imitated , and addrejfed to the Earl 
of Oxford , in the Tear 1713. 

H ARLEY, the Nation’s great 'Support, x 
Returning Horae one Day from Court, 
His Mind with publick Cares poffeft. 
All Europe's Bus’nefs, in his Breaft, 

Obferv’d a Parfon near Whitehall , 3 

Cbeap’ning old Authors on a Stall. 

The Prieft was pretty well in Cafe, 

And thew’d fome Humour in his Face ; 
Look’d with an eal'y, carelefs Mien, 

A perfeil Stranger to the Spleen j 10 


1 . Strenuus & forth , caujfifque Philippas a * 
getidis 

Claras ah offeiis oftavam circiter bar am 

Dam redit 

5. Confpexit, ut aiunt , 

Adrafum quendam vacua tonforis in umbra 
Cult cllo' propria s purgantem lender ungues. 

E z Of 


4 2 An A D D R E S S to the 

Or Size that might a Pulpit fill. 

But more inclining to fit itill. * 

My Lord, (who, if a man may fay’t) 

Loves Milchief better than his Meat, 

Was now difpos’d to crack a Jell, *5 

And bid Friend Lewis go in quell j 
(This Lewis is a cunning Shaver, 

And very much in Harley’s Favour j) 4 
In quell, who might this Parfon be ? 

What was his Name ? of what Degree ? iq 
If poflible, to learn his Story, 

And whether he were Whig or Tory. 

Lewis HTs Patron’s Humour knows ; 
Away upon his Errand goes, 

And quickly did the Matter fift ; 25 

Found out, that it was Dr. Swift, 

A Clergyman of fpecial Note 
For fhunning thofe of his own Coat $ ^ 

Which made his Brethren of the Gown 
Take care betimes to run him down. 30 


15. Demetri (puer hie non Leve juffa Philippi 
Accipiebat ) abi, quare, & refer : Unde 
domo, quis, 

Cujus forluna, quo fit Pat re, quo<ve Pa- 
trono ? 

1 3, 25. It, redit, £? narrat, Volteium nomine 
Mtrnapt. 
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Earl of OXFORD. 

No Libertine, nor over nice, 

Addi&ed to no Sort of Vice ; 

"Went where he pleas’d, faid what he thought ; 
Not rich, but ow’d no Man a Groat : 

In State Opinions a la Mode ; 3 5 

He hated Wh n like a Toad ; 

Had giv’n the Faflion many a wound, 

And libell’d all the Junto round j 
Kept company with Men of Wit, 

Who often father’d what he writ ; 40 

His Works were hawk'd in ev’ry Street, 

But feldom rofe above a Sheet ; 

Of late indeed the Paper Stamp 
Did very much his Genius cramp ; 

And fince he could not fpend his Fire, 45 
He now intended to retire. 

Said Harley, I defire to know 
From his own Mouth, if this be fo ? 

Step to the Doflor ftrait, and fay, 

I’d have him dine with me To-day. 50 


3 1 Tcnui eenfu, fine ermine noium y 

Et prcperare loco, & cejfare y & quarerc, 
uti, 

Gaudentcm. 

47. Scitari libet ex ipjo quodcunque refers. D; : 
Ad c oen am <venicu . Nam J ant ered.tr: 
Marta ; 

fflrari jcatm tartu:. .. , ’ 

E 3 ' Svj 'ft 


0 
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44 An ADDRESS to the 

Swift Teem’d to wonder what he meant. 

Nor would believe My Lord had Tent j 
So never offer’d once to ilir } 

But coldly laid, Your Servant, Sir. 

Does hercfufeme ? Harley cry'd : 5.5 

He does, with Infolence and Pride. 

Some few days after Harley fpies 
The Do6lor fatten’d by the Eyes 
At Charing-Crofs , among the Rout, 

Where painted Montters are hung out. 60 
He pull’d the String, and ftopthis Coach, 

• Beck’nrng the Dofctor to approach. 

Swift , who cou’d neither fiy nor hide. 
Came fncakingto the Chariot-nde, 

And offer’d many a lame Excufe 5 65 

He never meant the Jeaft Abufe 

My Lord ’The Honour you align'd 

Extremely proud but I had dind 

I'm fure I never Jbould negledl 

No Man alive has more Refpeft 7a 


Benigne , Refpondet. 

Negat ille mihi ? 

Negat improbus , ie 

Negligit , ant horret. 

Volteiutn mane Philippas , 

Vilia vendentem tunic at 0 feruta popelfo, 
Qccupat , & falvere jubei prior , 

Ille Philippo 

iLxeufare labor m* 

“ Well, 


5 +* 

55 - 

5 6 * 

57 - 
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Earl (/OXFOR D. 

n 

“ Well, I fhall think of that no more, 

“ If you’ll be fure to come at Four." 

The Do&or now obeys the Summons } 

Likes both his Company, and Commons ; 
Difplays his Talent j fits till Ten j 
Next Day invited comes again $ 

Soon grows Domeftick j feldem fails 
Either at Morning, or at Meals j 
Came early, and departed late : 

In fiiort, the Gudgeon took the Bait. 80 
My Lord would carry on the Jeft, 

And down to IVindJor takes his Gueft. 

S'ivift much admires the Place and Air, 

And longs to be a Canon there. 


7 1 . Sic igno'vijfe futato 

Me tibiy ji cccnas hodie mecum . Ut libet. 

Ergo . 

PoJI non mn <v ernes : 

74.. Vt meniuvi ad ccenam ejl, dicenda , tacen- 
da locutus 

Tandem dormitum dimittitur. Hie ubi 

f*P e 

Occultum vifus decurrere pifeis ad hamum , 
Mane cliensy (id jam cert us coiwima ; — 

81. — Jubetur 

Rura fuburbana indiSlis comes ire Latinis . 
Impojuus manias ar<vum ccelumque Sabi - 
■hum 

. Non cejfat laudqre. 


In 
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In Summer, round the Park to ride ; 85 

In Winter, never to refide. 

A Canon / That’s a Place too mean : 

No, Doftor, you fhall be a Dean: 

Two Dozen Canons round vour Stall, 

And You the Tyrant o’er them all. 90 

You need but crofs the Irijh Seas , 

To live in Plenty, Pow’r, and Eafe. 

Poor Swift departs $ and, what is worfe. 
With borrow’d Money in his Purfe j 
Travels at leaft a hundred Leagues, 95 
And fuffers numberlefs Fatigues. 

Suppofe him now a Dean compleat. 
Devoutly lolling in his Seat ; 

The Silver Virge, with decent Pride, 

Stuck underneath his Cufhion Side : 100 

Suppofe him gone thro’ all Vexations, 
Patents, Inftalments, Abjurations, 
Firft-Fruits and Tenths, and Chapter-Treats, 

Dues, Payments, Fees, Demands, and 

Cheats — 

The wicked Laity's contriving, 105 

To hinder Clergymen from thriving. 

Now all the Dolor’s Money's fpent ; 

His Tenants wrong him in his Rent ; 


87. Videt, ridetque Philippus : 

107. Owes J'urto, ?norbo per 'iere cafelJa ; 

Spent mentiia feges, bos eji enefius arando j 
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Earl of OXFORD, &c. 

The Farmers, fpiteiully combin’d, 

Force him to take his Tythes in Kind ; no 
And * Parvifol diicounts Arrears 
By Bills for Taxes and Repairs. 

Poor S'zvijty with all his Lofles vext. 

Not knowing where to turn him next, 

Above a Thoufand Pounds in Debt, 115 
Takes Horfe, and, in a mighty Fret, 

Rides Day and Night at fuch a Rate, 

He foon arrives at Harley’s Gate ; « 

But was io dirty, pale and thin, 

Old Read J would hardly let him in. 120 
Said Harley j Welcome, Rev'rend Dean : 
What makes your Worlhip look fo lean ? . 

Why fureyou won’t appear in Town 
In that old Wig, and rufty Gown ? 

I doubt your Heart is feton Pelf 125 

So much, that you neglefl yourfelf. 

What l I fuppole now Stocks are high, 
You've fome good Purchafe in your Eye ; 


* The Dean’s Agent, a Frenchman, 

11 5 . Offer: [us, Damnis , media de notte ca - 
baUum 

Arripit iratufque Philippi tendit ad cedes. 

J The Lord Treafurer’s Porter. 

Quern fimul afpexit fcabrum intonfumque 
Philippus : 

Durus , ait, Voltci, nimis attentufnue vi- 

deris 


48 HORACE, Lib. II. Sat. VI. 

Or is your Money out at Ufe ? 

Truce, good my Lord, I beg a Truce. 130 
The Do6lor in a Paflion cry’d 
Your Raillery is mifapply’d ; 

I have Experience dearly bought : 

You know I am not worth a Groat : 

But you refolv'd to have your Jell, 135 
And ’twas a Folly to conteft ; 

Then, fmceyou have now done your worft. 
Pray leave me, where you found me firft. 


Horace, Lib. II. Sat. VI. Part 

0 of it Imitated. 

I Often wifli'd, that I had clear 

For Life fix hundred Pounds a Year, 

A handfome Houfe to lodge a Friend, 

A River at my Garden’s End, 

A Terras Walk, and half a Rood - 5 

Of Land fet out to plant a Wood. 


1 3 6 . S^uod te per Genium dexiramque Deofque 
Pennies 

Obfecro , & obteflor ; <vit* me redde priori . 
1 . Hoc erat in votis ; modus agri non ita mag * 

Hortus ubiy GsT tefto vicinus jugis aqua 
fans, 

Et paulum filva fuper bisforet . - 

fV Well s 


Imitated. 49 

Well : now I have all this, and more, 

I alk not to increafe my Store, 

But Ihou’d be perfe&ly content, 

Cou'd I but live on this Side Trent $ 10 

Norcrofs the Channel twice a Year, 

To fpend fix Months with Statcfmcn here. 

I muft by all Means come to Town, 

Tis for the Service of the Crown. 

“ Lewis*, thzDean will be of Ufe, 15 

“ Send for him up j take no Excufe.” 

The Toil, the Danger of the Seas, 

Great Minifters ne’er think of thefe ; 

Or let it coft Five hundred Pound, 

No Matter where the Money’s found j 20 
It is but fo much more in Debt, 

And that they rte’er confider’d yet. 

“ Good Mr. Dean , go change your Gown, 
“ Let my Lord know you’re come to Town.” 
I hurry me in Hafte away, 25 

Not thinking it is Levee-Day j ' * 

And find his Honour in a Pound, 

Hemm’d by a triple Circle round, 

Chequer’d with Ribbons blue and green 5 
How fhould I thruft mylelf between ? 30 

— ' ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ 1 ■ 
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Auflius aique 

Di melius fee ere. 

Si ue aquilo radit terras , feu brurna ni-va- 
lem 

luteriore diem gyro trahit, ir^necejfe ef, 

. j Some 


^ • - j 

5 o HORACE, Lib. II. Sat. VI. 

Some Wag obferves me thus perplext, 

And iiniling, whifpers to the next, 

“ I thought the D—n had been loo proud 
“ To jultle here among a Croud.” 

Another in a furly Fit 
Tells me, I have more Zeal than Wit 5 
« So eager to exprefs your Love, 

* 1 Y ou ne'er conftder whom you fhove, 

*< But rudely prefs before a Duke.” 

I own, I'm pleas’d with this Rebuke j 
And take it kindly meant tolhow 
What I dehre the World fliould know. 

I get a Whifper, and withdraw : 

When twenty Fools I never law 
Come with Petitions fairly penn'd, 

Defiring I wou’d Hand their Friend. 

This, humbly offers me his Cafe 

That, begs my Int'reft for a Place 

A hundred other Men’s Affairs 
Like Bees are humming in my Ears. 

“ To-morrow my Appeal comes on $ 

Without your Help the Caufe is gone ■ 

The Duke experts my Lord and you. 

About fome great^Affair, at Two 


3 5 . <$nid vis ttifane, & quas res agis ? impro- 
bus urget , 

Iratis precibus , tu fulfes onme quod objiat , 
Ad Mecanatem memcri fi mente recur rets, 
tioejuvat j & melh cji , non 'merit for . — 

^3 , Jjlicna negotia centum, * - i 

P er caput , & circa Jdliunt latus . 

" Put 
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Imitated. 


5 * 


te Put my Lord Eolingbrcke in mind 5 5 
“ To get my Warrant^quickly fign’d : 

“ Conlider, ’tis my firft Requeft. 

Be fatisfy’d, I'll do my bed : 

Then prelcntly he falls to teize j 
“ You may for certain, if you pleafe $ 

I doubt not, if his Lordlhip knew- 


60 


And-— e< Mr. Dean, one Word from You--- 
’Tis (let me fee) three Years and more, 

( October next it will be four) 

Since Harley bid me firft attend, 65 

And chofe for me an humble Friend j 
Woa’d take me in his Coach to chat. 

And queftion me of this and that j 
As, iC What’s a-Clock ? And, 11 How’s the 
Wind ? 

*' Whofe Chariot’s that wc left behind ? 70 

6r gravely try to read the Lines 
Writ underneath the Country Signs 5 
Or, “ Have you nothing new To-day 
From Pope, from Parnel , or from Gay? 
Such Tattle often entertains 75 

My Lord and me as far as Stains , 


Co. — — - Si vis i jotes, addit & inftat. 

63. Septimus ofla-vo proprior jam fugerit annus y 
tx quo Mecanas me ecepk habere fuoriuu 
In numero j duniaxat ad hoc, quern tel- 
ler e r he At 

Pellet iter facials, £? cul con credere nu- 
gas. . . ... 

' As 


F 


5 2 II OR A C E, Lib. II. Sat. VI. e*. 


As once a Week we travel clown 
To IVi ndfor, and ag^jn to Town ; 

Where all that pafies inter nos, 

Might be proclaim’d at Chafing- Croft. 8* 
Yet fome I know with Envy fwell, « 

Becaufe they lee me us’d lo well : 

“ How think you of our Friend the Dean ? 

<f I wonder what fome People mean ! 

“ My Lord and lie are grown fo great $ 85 

“ Always together, tete a tite ! 

What, they admire him for his Jokes— 

“ See but the Fortune of fome Folks l 
There flies about a ftrange Report 
Of fome Exprefs arriv’d at Court ; 90 

I’m flopp’d by all the Fools I meet. 

And catechis’d in ev’ry Street. 

“ You, Mr .Dean, frequent the Great 5 
* * Inform us, will the Emfror treat ? 

“ Or, do the Prints and Papers lie ? 95 

Faith, Sir, you know as much as I. 

“ Ah Doftor, how you love to jeft ? 

41 ’Tis now no Secret. — I proteft 

'Tis one to me. " Then tell us, pray, 

4 ‘ When are the Troops to have their 


81 . — Subjefiior, in diem & her am, 
Innjidia. 


Pay ? 
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Happy Lift of a Country Parfon . 53 

And, tho’ I folemnly declare, 

I know no more than my Lord Mayor , 

They ftand amaz’d, and think me grown 
The clofeft Mortal ever known. 

Thus in a Sea of Folly tol's’d 105 

My choiceft Hours of Life are loft ; 

Yet always wilhing to retreat : 

Oh, could I fee my Country Seat ! 

There leaning near a gentle Brook, 

Sleep, or perufe l’ome ancient Book 5 110 

And there in fweet Oblivion drown 
Thofe Cares, that haunt the Court and Town, 


* The Happy Life of a Country 
Parfon. hi Imitation of Martial. 

P ARSON, thefe Things in thy poflefting 
Are better than the Bilhop's Bleffing. 

A Wife that makes Confcrves ; a Steed 
That carries double, when there’s Need : 

s 

i ox. Jurantem me fcire nihil , mirantur , ut 
unum 

Scilicet egregii mortalem , altique fdenti. 
I08. O Rus, quando ego te ajpiciam , quando - 
que licehit 

Nunc <veterum Ubris, nunc fomno, £? iner- 
tibus horis 

Due ere foUicita jucunda oblvvia vita ? 

F i ' Oflober, 
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54 A Tale of Chaueer. 

QElober , Store, and beft Virgwia ; 

Tythe-Pigj and mortuary Guinea : 

Gazettes lent gratis down, and frank’d. 

For which thy Patron’s weekly thank’d : 

A large Concordance, (bound long fmce) 

/ Sermons to Charles theFirll, when Prince ; 
A Chronicle of ancient Handing 5 
A Ckryfojiom to finooth thy Band in : 

The Polyglott— -three Parts y ---my Text-— 
Howbeit i ---like r wife---now to my next — 

Lo here the Septuagint y -—and Paul-— 

To fum the whole ,— the Clofe of all. 

He that has thele, may pals his Life, 
Drink with the ’Squire, and kifs his Wife 
On Sundays preach, and eat his Fill ; 

And faft on Fridays , if he will j 
4 Toaft Church and Queen, explain the News, 
Talk v/ith Church-wardens about Pews, 
Pray heartily for fome new Gift, 

And lhake his Head at Do&or S 1 . 6 


* A Tafe of Chaucer, lately found 
in. an Old Manufcript . 

W OMEN, tho’ nat fans Leacherie, , 
Ne fwinken but with Sccrecie : 

This in. our Tale is plain y-fbhd 
Of Clerk, that wonnethin Ireland s 
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A Tale of Chaucer. 

Which to the Fenncs hath him betake. 

To filch the gray Ducke fro the Lake. 

Right then there paflen by the Way 
His Aunt, and eke her Daughters tway : 
Ducke in his Trowzes hath he hent. 

Not to be fpied of Ladies gent. 

But ho ! our Nephew (crieth one,) 
u Ho ! quoth another Couzen John $ 

And ftoppen, and lough, and callen out,--- 
This fely Clerk full low doth lout. 

They alken that, and talken this, 

Lo here is Coz. and here is Mifs. 

But, as he glozeth with Speeches foote. 

The Ducke fore tickles his Erie Roote : 
Eore-piece and Buttons all to breft. 

Forth thruft a white Neck and red Creft. > 
Te-he cry’d Ladies, Clerke not fpake : 

Mils ftar’d : and gray Ducke crieth Qitaake. 
(f O Moder, Moder, (quoth the Daughter) 
** Be thilke fame Thing the Maids longen 
a’ter ? 

**. Bette is to pyne on Coals and Chalke, 

“ Than truft on Mon, whofe Yerde can 
talke. 

W -V* ’ ' ■ 
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* The Alley. An Imitation of 
Spencer. 

I. 

I N ev'ry Town, where Thamis rolls his 
Tide, 

A narrow Pafs there is, with Houfes low 5 
Where ever and anon the Stream is ey’d. 
And many a Boat foft fliding to and fro. 
There oft’ are heard the Notes of Infant 
Woe, 

The fhort thick Sob, loud Scream, and thril- 
ler Squall r 

How can ye, Mothers, vex your Children 
fo ? , ‘ 

Some play, forne cat, feme cack again!! the 
Wall, 

And as they crouchen low, for Bread and 
Butter call. 

II. 

And on the broken Pavement here and there 
Doth many a (linking Sprat and Herring 
lie j 

A Brandy and Tobacco Shop is near. 

And Hens, and Dogs, and Hogs, are feed- 
ing by } 

And here a Sailor’s Jacket hangs to dry : 
At ev’ry Door are Sun-burnt Matrons ieen. 
Mending old Nets to catch the fcaly Fry : 
Now Tinging thrill, and fcolding oft between, 
Scolds anfwer foul- mouth’d Scolds j bad 
Neighbourhood I ween. 

* ^ The 
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III. 

1 The fnapplfh Cur (the Paflcnger’s annoy) 

Clofe at my Heel with yelping Treble flies; 

*'The whimp’ring Girl, and hoarfer-lcreaming 
Boy, 

Join to the yelping Treble fhrilling Cries ; 

The fcolding Quean to louder Notes doth 
rife, 

And her full Pipes thofe Ihrilling Cries con- 
found ; 

To her full Pipes the grunting Hog replies; 

The grunting Hogs alarm the Neighbours 
round, 

And Curs, Girls, Boys, and Scolds, in 
the deep Bafe are drown’d. 

IV. 


Hard by a Sty, beneath a Roof of Thatch 
Dwelt Obloquy , who in her early Days 
Balkets of Fifti at Billingfgate did watch. 
Cod, Whiting, Oyfter, Mackrel, Sprat, or 
Plaice : 

There leam’d Ihe Speech from Tongues, 
that never ceafe. 

Slander befide her, like a Magpy, chatters ; 

With Envy (fpitting Cat) dread Foe to 
, Peace ; 

Like a curs’d Cur, Malice before her clatters, 
Anl vexing ev’ry Wight, tears Cloaths and 
all to Tatters, 


. * * 


* 


V. Her 


1 



7 he Alley. 


V. 

Her Dugs were mark’d by ev'ry Collier’s 
Hand, 

Her Mouth was black as Bull-Dogs at the 
Stall 5 

She (cratched, bit, and fpar’d not Lace nor 
Band, 

And Bitch and Rogue her Anfwer was at 
all ; 

Nay, e’en the Parts of Shame by Name 
wou'd call ; 

Whene’er (he palled by a Lane or Nook, 

Wou’d greet the Man, who turn'd him to 
the Wall i . 

An4 by his Hand obfeene the Porter took. 

Nor ever did alkance like modeft Virgin look. 


VI. 

Such Place hath Deptford , Navy-building 
X own , 

Woolnmcb and Wapphtgy fmelling ftrong of 
Pitch ; 

Such Lambeth , Envy of each Band and Gown, ' 

And Tnvick'nam fuch, which fairer Scenes 
enrich, 

Grots* Statues, Ums, and Dog 

and Bitch , 

Ne Village is without, on either Side, 

AU up the hlver Thames, or all a- down ; 

m -• & • 
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Ne Richmond's felf, from whofe tall Front are 
ey'd 

Vales, Spires, meandring Streams, and Wind- 
fcr's tow’ry Pride. 


* The Capon’s T^le : To a Lady , 
who father'" d her Lampoons upon 
her Acquaintance . 

I N Yorhjhire dwelt a fober Yeoman, 

Whofe Wife, a clean, pains-taking Wo- 
man, 

Fed num’rous Poultry in her Pens, 

And faw her Cocks well ferve her Hens. 

A Hen fhe had, whofe tuneful Clocks * 
Drew after her a Train of Cocks j 
With Eyes fo piercing, yet fo pleafant, 

You wou’d have fworn this Hen a Pheafant. 
All the plum’d Beau-Monde round her gathers: 
Lord ! what a Bruftling up of Feathers ! 
Morning from Noon there was no knowing, 

. There was fuch Flutt’ring, Chuckling, Crow- 
1 ing ; 

Each forward Bird muft thru ft his Head in. 
And not a Cock but wou’dbe treading. 

Yet tender was this Hen fo fair, 

And hatch’d more Chicks, than Ihe could rear. 

Our prudent Dame bethought her then 
Of fome Dry-Nurfe to fave her Hen j 
She made a Capon drunk ; in fine 
He eat the Sopps, Ihe fipp’d the Wine ; 
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60 Verfes on a Lady's T able~Book. 

His Rump well pluck'd with Nettles flings. 
And claps the Brood beneath his Wings. 

The feather'd Dupe awakes content, 
O’erjoy’d to fee what God had fent. 

Thinks he's the Hen, clocks, keeps a Pother, 
A foolifh Fofter-Father-Mother. 

Such, Lady Mary, are your Tricks; 

But lince you hatch,* pray own your Chicks : 
You fhould be better fkill’d in Nocks, 

Nor like your Capons, ferve your Cocks. 


Verfes wrote on a Lady’s Ivory 
Table-Book. 






* 


P ERUSE my Leaves thro' ev'ry part. 
Ana think thou feeft my Owner's Heart, 
. Scrawl’d o'er with Trifles thus, and quite 
As hard, asfenfelefs, and as light; 

Expos’d to ev’ry Coxcomb's Eyes, 

But hid with Caution from the Wife.' 

Here you may read ( Dear char mag Saint) 
Beneath ( A neiv Receipt for Paint :) 

Here in Beau-fpelling (tru tel Detb ,) (r 

There in her own (far an el hreth.) 

Here (lovely Nymph pronounce my Doom,) ’ 
There ( a fafe IVay to ufe Perfume ; ) 

Here a page fill’d with Billet-Doux ; • 

On t'other Side ( laid out for Shoes : ) 


(Modem 
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Mrs. HARRIS/ Petition. 61 

(Madam I die without your Grace,) 

(Item, for half a Yard of Lace.) 

Who that had Wit wou’d place it here, 

For ev'ry peeping Fop to jeer ? * 

In Pow’r of Spittle, and a Clout, 

Whene’er he pleafe to blot it out $ 

And then, to heighten the Difgrace, 

Clap his own Nonfcnfe in the Place. -.*0 " 
Whoe’er expe&s to hold his Part 
, In fuch a Book, and fuch a Heart, . 

If he be wealthy, and a Fool, 

Is in all Points the fitteft Tool ; v s’; 

Of whom it may be juftly laid. 

He’s a Golden Pencil tipp’d with Lead. 


To their Excellencies the I.o ids 
Juftices of Ireland. 

fhe humble Petition of F ranees Harris, 
Who mufl Jlar<ve, and die a Maid, if it inif- 

carries ; 

Humbly Sheweth, 

T HAT I went to warm myfeif in Lady 
Betty ’s Chamber, becaufe I was cold ; 
And I had in a Purfe Seven Pound, 
Four Shillings, and Six Pence, beiidcs Far- 
things, in Money and Gold * 

So, 


6z Mrs. HARRI S’s Petition. 

So, becaufe I had been buying Things for my 
Lady laft Night, 

I was refolv’d to tell my Money, to fee if it 
was right : 

Now you muft know, becaufe my Trunk 
has a very bad Lock, 

Therefore all the Money I have, which 
God knows, is a very Imall Stock, 

I keep in my Pocket, ty’d about my Middle, 
next my Smock. 

So when I went to put up my Purfe, as God 
would have it, my Smock was unript. 

And inftead of putting it into my Pocket, down 
it dipt : 

Then the Bell rung, and I went down to put 
my Lady to Bed ; 

And, God knows, I thought my Money was 
as fafe as my Maidenhead. 

So when I came up again, I found my Pocket 
feel very light ; 

But when.4. fearch'd, and mifs'd my Purfe, 
Lord! I thought I Ihou'd have funk out- 
right. 

Lord / Madam, fays Mary, how d’ye do ? In- 
deed, fays I, never wprfe : 

But pray, Mary, can you tell what I have 
done with my Purfe ? 

Lord help me, laid Mary , I never ftir'd cut of 
this Place : 

Nay, fad I, I had ii in Lady Bctty\(2 him - 
ber, that’s a plain (Juie j 
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So Mary got me to Bed, and cover’d me up 


warm ; 
However, 


\ * t . * 
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Hole away my Garters, that I 


. » "V *ut : 


might do myfelf no Harm ; 

So I tumbled andtois'd allNight, as you may 
Very "well think, 

But hardly ever fat my Eyes together, or flept 

So I was a-dream’d, methought, that we went 
and fearch’a die Folks round, 

And in a Corner of Mrs. Duke's Box, ty’d in 

• a Rag, tfte Money was found. 

So next Morning we told Whittle, and he fell a 
SiVemni* S 

Then my Dame Wadgar came, and me, yon 
know;!* thick of Hearing : , 

Dame, faS^^ioud as I could, hawl, Do you 
fcofc I have had ? 

Nay, laid the, my Lord * Colways Folks are 
all Very lad ; 

For my Lord || Dromedary 
without fail yA > ’ 


-iaK 
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Pugh ! laid I, but that’s not the Bus’nefs that 

'W- . ' ■ ” *' • V V y 


V, 
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Says Cary, fays he, I have been a Servant this 
five and twenty Years, come Spring, 

And in all the Places 1 liv’d, I never heard of 


fuch a Thing, 

£ l » * t * - v* 
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Galltvay. ' j| Drogheda. 
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64 ifefrj. H AR'Rl STs Petition. 

Yes, fays the Steward, I remember when I 
was at my Lady Sbre'ivjbitry's, 

Such a Thing as this happen'd, juft about the 
Time of Goojberries . 

So I went to the Party fufpefted, and I found 
her full of Grief, 

(Now you muft know, of all Things in the 
World I hate a Thief) 

However, I was refold'd to bring the Difcourfe 
(lily about j 

Mrs. Dukes, fa id I, here's an ugly Accident 
has happen’d out : , 

’Tis not that I value the Money three flops of 
a Loufe j 

But the Thing I ftand upon is, the Credit of 
h the Houle j 

’Tis true, Seven Pounds, Four Shillings, and 
Six Pence, makes a great Hole in my W ages ; 

Befides, as they fay, Service is no Inheritance 
in thefe Ages. 

Now, Mrs. Dukes, you know, and every Body 
underftands, 

' That tho’ 'tis hard to judge, yet Money can't 
go without Hands. 

The Devil take me, faid Ihe (blcfling herfelf,) 
if ever I fnw’t ! 

So fhe roar’d like a Bedlam , as tho’ I had call’d 
her all to naught ; , 

So you know, what could I fay to her any 1 
more 5 

I e'en left her, and came away as wife as I 
was baforc. 

Well j 


* % 
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Well } but then, they would have had me gone 
to the Cunning Man ; 

No, laid I, ’tis the fame Thing, the Chaplain 
will be here anon. 

So the Chaplain came in j Now the Servants fay 
he is my Sweetheart, 

Becaufe he’s always in my Chamber, and I al- 
ways take his Part ; 

So, as the Devil would have if, before I was 
aware, out I blunder'd, 

Parfon, laid I, can you call a Nativity, when 
ill Body's plunder’d ? 

(Now you rauft know, he hates to be call'd 
Parfon like the Devil) 

Truly, fays he, Mrs. Nab, it might become 
you to be more civil ; 

If your Money be gone, as a learned Divine 
lays, d’ye fee, 

You are no Text for my Handling, fo take that 
from me j 

I was never taken for a Conjurer before, I’d 
have you to know. 

Lord, faid I, don’t be angry, I am fure I never 
thought you fo ; 

You know, I honour the Cloth ; I defign to 
be a Parfon ' s Wife ; 

I never took one in your Coat for a Conjurer in 
all my Life. 

With that, he twilled his Girdle at me like a 
Rope, as who Ihould fay, 

Now you may g<? hang yourlelf for me, and 
fe went away. 

' Gz Well j 

*sf 
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Well I thought I (hould have fwoon’d j Lord , 

(aid I, what (hall I do ? 

I have loft my M:ney, and (hall lofe my True 
Love too. 

Then my Lord call’d me $ Harris , (aid my 
Lord, don’t cry, 'I 

I’ll give fomething towards thy Lofs ; and fays 
my Ladyy fo will I. 

Oh ! but laid I, what if, after all, my Chaplain 
won’t come to ? 

For that, he faid (an’t pleafeyour Excellencies,) 

I muft petition You. 

The Presnifes tenderly confider’d, I defire your 
Excellencies Prote$ion, 

And that I may have a Share in next Sundays 
Colleftion : 

And over and above, that I may have your 
Excellencies Letter, 

With an Order for the Chaplain aforefaid j or 
inftead of him, a better j 

And then your poor Petitioner , both Night 3nd 
Day, 

Or the Chaplain , (for ’tis his Trade) as in Du- 
ty bound, (hall ever pray, 

■ 

■ ■ *■ } ■" 4 ^ 
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Lady B — B — finding in the Au- 
thor's Room fome Verfes unfiniflj- 
ed y underwrit a Stanza of her 
own , with Raillery upon him y 
which gave Occafion to this Bal- 
' lad. 

To the Tune of, Hhe Cutpurfe . 

I. 

O NCE on a Time, as old Stories rehearfe, 

A Friar would needs (hew his Talent 
in Latin ; 

JJut was forely put to’t in the midft of a Verfe, 
Becaufe he could find no Word to come 
pat in ; 

Then at the Place « 

Hfe left a void Space, 

And fo went to Bed in a defperate Cafe ; 
When behold the next Morning, a wonder* 

•ful Riddle, 

He found it was ftrangely fill’d up in the 
Middle ! 

I* ... . .. . 

Chorus. Let cen faring Criticks> then, think 

what they lift on t, • 

H r ho nvould not write Verfes with 
juch an Ajffant ? 

G 3 II. This 
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Ballad to the Lady B. B. 


II. 

This put me the Friar into an amazement,. 

For he wifely confider'd it muftbe a Sprite, 
That came thro’ the Key-Hole, or in at the 
Cazement, 

And it needs muft be one that could both 
read and write : 

Yet he did not know, 

If it were Friend or Foe, 

Or whether it came from above or below : 
Howe’er it was civil, in Angel or Elf, 

For he ne’er could have fill’d it fo well of 
himfelf. 

Cho. Let cenfuring , See. 

j 

III. . 

Even fo Mafter Doflor had puzzled his Brains 

In making a Ballad, but was at a Stand : 
He had mix’d little Wit with a great deal of 
Pains, 

When he found a new Help from invifible 
Hand. 

Then good Dr. S 

Pay Thanks for the Gift, 

* For you freely muft own you were at a 
dead Lifts 

And tho’ fome malicious young Spirit did 
do't, 

You may know by the Hand, it had no Clo- 
ven Foot. 

Cho. Let cenfuring, Sc c. 

. A • 
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V ’s Houfe, built from the 

Ruins of W hitehal!, that was 
burnt. 

* 1 

r [ Times of Old, when Time was Young, 
And Poets their own Verfes fung, 

A Verfe could draw a Stone or Beam> 
That now would over-load a Team j 
Lead ’em a Dance of many a Mile, 

Then rear ’em to a goodly Pile. 

Each Number had its diff’rent Pow’r ; 
Heroick Strains could build a Tow’r ; 
Sonnets, or Elegies to Cblotis , _ • 

Might raife a Houfe about two Stones ; » 

A Lyrick Ode wou’d flate ; a Catch 
Wou’d tile 5 an Epigram wou’d thatch. , 

But to their own, or Landlord’s Coft, 

Now Poets feel this Art is loft : 

Not one of all our tuneful Throng 
Can raife a Lodging for a Song. 

For Jove confider’d well the Cafe, 

Obferv’d they grew a num’rous Race, 

And fhou’d they Build as faft as U r die, 

’T would ruin* Undertakers quite. 

This Evil therefore to prevent. 

He wifely chang’d their Element : 

On Earth the God of ealth was made 
Sole Patron of the Building Trade, 

Leaving 

* ‘ * P 
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Leaving the Wits the fpecious Air 
With Licence to buihl CaJUes there : 

And ’tis conceiv’d, their old Pretence 
To lodge in Garrets comes from thence, 
Premifing thus, in modern Way, _ 
The better Half we have to fay 9 
Sing, Mufe, the Houfe of Poet T-~ - 
In higher Strains than we began. 

F (for ’tis fit the Reader know it,) 

Is both a Herald and a Poet 9 
No wonder then if nicely fkill'd 
Jn both Capacities to build. 

As Herald, he can in a Day 
Repair a Houfe gone to Decay 9 
Or by Atchte-vement, Arms, Device 
Erefl a new one in a Trice. 

And as a Poet, he has Skill 
To build in Speculation ftill. 

Great Jove ! he cry’d, the Art reftore. 
To build by Verfe as heretofore 9 
And make my Mule the Architett ; 
What Palaces fhall we erc£t ! 

No longer fhall forfaken Thames 
Lament his old (Whitehall in Flames ; 

A Pile fhall from its Allies rife, 

Fit to invade, or prop the Skies. 

Jcve fmil’d, and, like a gentle God, 
Confenting with the ulual Nod, 

Told V he knew his Talent beft. 

And left the Choice to his own Breaft. 

So V refolvr’d to write a Farce 9 

But well perceiving Wit was fcarce, 

# 
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V ■■■ 's Houfe . 7 1 

With Cunning that Defeat fupplies ; 

Takes a French Play as lawful Prize j 
Steals thence his Plot, and ev’ry Joke, 

Not once fufpe&ing Jove wou’d Smoke ; 

And like a Wag, fat down to write, 

Wou’d whifper to himfelf, a Bite : 

Then from the motly, mingled Style 
Proceeded to ereft his Pile. 

So Men of old, to gain Renown, did 
Build Babel with their Tongues confounded. 
Jo<ve faw the Cheat, but thought it beft 
T o turn die Matter to a Jeft : 

Down from Olympus ’ Top he flides. 
Laughing as if he’d burft his Sides ; 

Ay, thought the God, are thefe your Tricks ? 
Why then old Plays deferve old Bricks $ 

And fince you’re fparing of your Stuff, 

Your Building ihall be fmall enough. 

He fpake, and grudging lent his Aid ; 

Th’ experienc’d Bricks, that knewtheirTrade, 
As being Bricks at fecond Hand, 

Now move, and now in Order ftand. 

The Building, as the Poet writ, 

Rofe in Proportion to his Wit ; 

And firft, a Prologue built a Wall, 

So wide as to encompafs all. 

The Scene a Wood, produc’d no more 
Than a few fcrubby Trees before. 

The Plot as yet lay deep, and fo 
A Cellar next was dug below ; 

But this a Work fo hard was found, 

T wo Ads it coft him under Ground. 


Two 


’ .<r» 




Houfe . 


Two other A6ls we may prefume * 

Were fpent in building each a Room $ ‘ « 7 . 

Thus far advanc'd, he made a Shift ’* 

To raife a R6of with A6t the Fifth. 

The Epilogue behind did frame 
A Place not decent here to name. 

Now Poets from all Quarters ran 
To fee the Houfe of Brother V — 

Look’d high and low, walk'd often round, 

But no fuen Houfe was to be found. 

One alks the Watermen hard by, ‘ 

Where may the Poet's Palace lie ? ' ? - 

Another of the Thames enquires, • ‘ 

If he has feen its gilded Spires ? V 

At length they in the Rubbilh fpy 
A Thing refembling a Goofe-Pye. 

Farther in hafte the Poets throng. 

And gaze in ftlent wonder long, 

Till one in Raptures thus began 
To praife the Pile and Builder F - —- 
Thrice happy Poet ! who may trail 
Thy Houfe about thee like a Snail ; 

Or hr.rnefs'd to a Nag, at Eafe 

Take Journies in it like aChaife ; * l , 

Or in a Boat, whene’er thou wilt, 

Canft make it ferve thee for a Tilt. ryf. 
Capacious Houfe ! 'tis own’d by all, ■ 

Thou'rt well-contriv’d, tho’ thou art fmall j " 
For ev'ry Wit in Britain's Ifle , 

May lodge within thy fpacious Pile. 

Like Bacchus thou, as Poets feign, 

Thy Mother burnt, art born again ; ”, 

Born 
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Born like a Phoenix from the Flame ! 

But neither Bulk nor Shape the lame $ 

As Animals oflargeft Size 

Corrupt to Maggots, Worms, and Flies. 

A Type of Modern Wit and Style, 

*The Rubbijh of an ancient Pile . 

So Chymifs boaft they have a Pow’r, 

From the dead Allies of a Flow’r. 

Some faint Refemblance to produce, 

But not the Virtue, Tafte, or Juice. 

So modem Rhymers wifely blalt 
The Poetry of Ages paft ; 

Which after they have overthrown, 

They from its Ruins build their own. 


The Hifiory of V ’j Houfe. 

W HEN Mother Clud had rofe from Play, 
And call’d to take the Cards away, 

V faw, butfeem’d not to regard. 

How MiJ's pick’d ev’ry painted Card j 
And bufy both with Hand and Eye, 

Soon rear'd a Houfe two Stories high. 

V 's Genius , without Thought or Leflure, 

Is hugely turn’d to Arckiietture : 

He view’d the Edifice, and fmil’d j 
Vow’d it was pretty for a Child : 

It was fo perfect in its Kind, 

He kept the Model in his Mind. 

But when he found the Boys at Play, 

And faw them dabling in their Clay, 

He 
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lie flood behind a Stall to lurk, 

And mark the Progrefs of their Work ; 

With true Delight obferv’d ’em all 
Raking up Mud to build a Wall : 

The Plan he much admir’d, and took 
The Model in his Table-Book ; 

Thought himfclf nowexaftly (kill'd. 

And lb refolv’d a Houfe to build j 
A real Houfe , and Rooms, and Stairs , 

Five Times at lead as big as theirs ; 

Taller than Miff 4 by two Yards 5 
Not a lham Thing of Clay or Cards/ 

And fo he did ; for in a while 
He built up fuch a monftrous Pile, 

That no two Chairmen could be found 
Able to lift it from the Ground : 

Still at Whitehall it ilands in View, 

Juft in the Place, where firft it grew j 
There all the little School-boys run. 

Envying to l'ce themfclves out-done. 1 Ty 
From fuch deep Rudiments as theft, 

V is become by due degrees >r ( 

For Building fam’d, and juftly reckon'd 
At Court Vitruvius the Second ; 

No Wonder, fince wife Authors (how. 

That bejl Foundations mull be low : 

And now the Duke has wifely ta’en him 
To be his Architect at Blenheim. 

But, Raillery for once a-part, * 

If this Rule holds in ev’ry Art, 

Or if his Grace were no more (kill’d in 
The Art of Battering Walls than Building,, 


We 
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Wc might expe&to fee next Year 
A Moujie-Trap Man chief Engineer* 

* ■ . ' I . I III ' !■« 

Tbs Virtues of Sid Harriet the 
Magician's Rod. 

T HE Rod was but a harmlefs Wand, 
While Mofes held it in his Hand j 
But foon as e’er he laid it down, - 
’Twas’a devouring Serpent grown. 

Our great Magician, Hamet Sid, 

Reverfes what the Prophet did ; 

His Rod was honeft Englijh W ood. 

That fenfelete in a Corner ftood. 

Till metamorphos’d by his Grafp, 

It grew an all-devouring Alp $ 

Wott’d hifs, and fting, and roll, and twift. 

By the mere Virtue of his Fill j 
But when he laid it down, as quick 
Refum’d the Figure of a Stick. 

So to her Midnight Feafts the Hag 
Rides on a Broomltick fora Nag, * 

That rais’d by Magick of her Breech, 

O’er Sea and Land conveys the Witch $ 

But, with die Morning Dawn, refumes 
The peaceful State of common Brooms. 

They tell us foraothing ftrange and odd 
About a certain Magick Rod, 

That, bending down its Top, divines 
Whene’er the Soil has Golden Mines ; 

H , * Where 

t 
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76 SID HA MET* 

Where there are none, it (lands ere£l. 
Scorning to (hew the lead Refpe£t s 
As ready was the IV and of Sid 
To bend where Golden Mines were hid 
In Seottijh Hills found precious Ore, 
Where none e’er look’d for it before ; 
And by a gentle Bonv divin'd, 

How well a Cully's Purfe was lin’d ; 

To a forlorn and broken Rake 
Stood without Motion, like a Stake. 

The Rod of Hermes was renown’d 
For Charms above and under Ground ; 
To deep could mortal Eye- lids fix, 

And drive departed Souls to Styx. 

That Rod was juft a Type of Sid's f * 
Which o’er a Britijb Senate’s Lids 
Could fcatter Opium full as well. 

And drive as many Souls to Hell. 

Sid's Rod was (lender, white and tall, 
Which oft he us’d to fijh withal ; 

A Plaife was fatten’d to the Hook, 

And many Score o k Gudgeons took j 
Yet (till fo happy was his Fate, 

He caught his Fijh y and fav’d his Bait. 

Sid'S Brethren of the Conj’ring Tribe 
A Circle with their /Wdefcribe, 

Which proves a magical Redoubt 
To keep mifchie<vous Spirits out : 

Sid's Rod was of larger Stride, 

And made a Circle thrice as wide ; . . 
Where Spirits throng'd with hideous Din, 
And he ftood there to take them in . 
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SID HAMET. 

But when th’ enchanted Rod was broke , 

They vanilh’d in a ilinking Smoke. 

Achilles'' Sceptre was of Wood, 

Like Sid' s, but nothing, near fo good ; 

That down from Anceftors divine, 
Tranfmittedto the Heroes Line 4 
Thence thro’ along Defcent of King9 
Came an Heir-loom, as Homer lings* 

Tho’ this Defcription looks fo big. 

That Sceptre was a faplefs Twig j 
Which from the fatal Day, when hrft 
It left the Foreft, where ’twas nurs’d. 

As Homer tells us o’er and o’er. 

Nor Leaf, nor Fruit, nor Bloflom bore* 

Sid's Sceptre, full of Juice, did Ihoot 
In Golden Boughs, and Golden Fruit 3 
And he, the Dragon nen r er fleeping, 

Guarded each fair Hejperiati Pippin. 

No Hobby -bor/e with gorgeous Top, 

The dearell in Charles Mather's Shop, 

Or glitt’ring Tinfel of May-Fair , 

Could with this Rod of Sid compare. 

Dear Sid, then why wer’t thou fo mad* 

To break thy Rod like naughty Lad ? 

You fhou’d have kill’d it in your Diftref?, 

And then return'd it to your Mijlrefs : ■ ;* 

Or made it a Newmarket Switch, 

And not a Rod for thy own Breech. 

For fince old Sid has broken this, 

His hext will be a Rod in Rifs* 

H x Atlas,’ 


• • [7 8 ] 


Atlas, or the Minijler of States t§ 
the Lord f reafurer Oxford. 

. * i 

A T L AS, we read in ancient Song, 

Was ib exceeding tail and ftrong. 

He bote the Skies upon his Back, 

Juft as a Pedlar does his Pack : 

But, as a Pedlar overpreft, 

Unloads upon a Stall to reft ; 

Or, when he can no longer ftand. 

Defires a Friend to lend a Hand ; 

So Atlas y left the pond’rous Spheres 
Shou’d fink, and fall about his Ears, 

Got Hercules to bear the Pile, 

That he might lit and reft a while. 

Yet Hercules was not fo ftrong, 

Nor could have borne it half fo long* 

Great Statefinen are in this Condition, 
And Atlas is a Politician, 

A premier Minifter of State, 

Alades one of fecond Rate. 

Suppofe then Atlas ne'er fo wife, 

Yet when the Weight of Jtingdoms lies 
Too long upon his fingle Shoulders, 

Sink down he muft, or find Upholders. 
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<The Defcription of a Salamander*. 
Out of rlmf’s Nat. Hift. Lib . 
io. c. 67: and Lib. 29. c. 4. 


A S Maftive Dogs in modern Phrafe are 
Call’d Pompey , and Cafar ; 

“ . As Pyes and Daws are often ftil’d 
With Chriftian Nick-names like a Child , 

As we fay Monfieur to an Ape, 

Without Offence to human Shape 5 
So Men have got from Bird and Brute 
Names, that would belt their Natures fuit. 

The Lion, Eagle , Fox, and Boar , 

Were Heroes Titles heretofore, 

Beftow’d as Hi’roglyphicks fit 
T’exprefs their Valour, Strength, or Wit# 
For what is underftood by Fame, 

Befides the getting of a Name ? 

But e’er fince Men invented Guns, 

A different Way their Fancy runs 5 
To paint a Hero, we enquire 
For fomething that will conquer Fire. 

Would you deferibe Purenne or "trump , 

Think of a Bucket or a Pump. 

Are thefe two low ? then find out grander. 

Call my Lord C— — a Salamander. 

Tis well j but fince we live among 

Detra&ors with an evil tongue, 

Who may objeft againft the Term, ' '£${, 
Pliny /hall prove wbat we affirm ; 

> ; ' h 3 ‘ . .. my 


80 ^SALAMANDER. 

Pliny (h all prove, and we’ll apply; 

And I’ll be judg’d by Standers-by. 

Firft, then, our Author has defin’d 
This Reptile of the Serpent Kind, 

With gaudy Coat, and Ihining Train ; ■ 
But loathfome Spots his Body (lain : 

Out from fome Hole obfcure he flies, 
When Rains defcend, and Tempefts rife* 
Till the Sun clears the Air ; and then 
Crawls back rreglefted to his Den. 

So, when the War has rais’d a Storm*. 
I've feen a Snake in human Form, 

All ftain'd with Infamy and Vice, 

Leap from the Dunghill in a Trice, 
Burniih, and make a gaudy Show, 

Become a Gen’ral, Peer, and Beau, 

’Till Peace hath made the Sky ferene ; 
Then Ihrinkinto its Hole again. 

All this nve grant why then look yonder 

Sure that tnuji be a Salamander ! 

Farther, we are by Pliny told. 

This Serpent, is extremely cold. 

So cold, that, put it in the Fire, „ * 

!Twill make tne verv Flames expire : 
Bcfide, it fpews a filthy Froth, 

„ {Whether thro’ Rage, or Love, or both,) 

V . VOf Matter purulent and white, 

4 3 * Which happening on the Skin to light, 
j’^4 And there corrupting to a Wound, 

\ ; Spreads Leprofy and Bald&efs round* 


The Parliament Man, 8l 

So have Ifeen a batter’d Beau, 

By Age and Claps grown cold as Snow, 
Whofe Breath or Touch, where-e’er he came. 
Blew out Love’s Torch, or chill’d the Flame. 
And Ihou’d fome Nymph, who ne’er was cruel. 
Like Carleton cheap, or fam’d Du-Ruely 
Receive the Filth, which he eje&s. 

She foon wou’d find the fame Effe&s, 

Her tainted Carcafs to purfue, • 

As from the Salamander's Spue 5 
A difmal Shedding of her Locks, 

And, if no Leprofy, a Pox. 

Then I'll appeal to each By- Slander t 
Is not this fame a Salamander ? 


* The Elephant : Or, The Parlia- 
ment-Man written many Tears 
Jince. Taken from Coke’j In - 
ftitutes . * 

E ’R E Bribes convince you whom to chufe* 
The Precepts of Lord Coke perufe. 
Obferve an Elephant , fays he. 

And let like him your Member be. 

Firft, take a Man that’s free from Gall 3 
For Elephants have none at all : 

Tn Flocks or Parties he rauft keep j t 
For Elephants live juft like Sheep ; 

Stubborn 


S 2 The P arli ament -Man* 

Stubborn in Honour he muft be ; 

For Elephants ne'er bend the Knee : 

Laft, let his Memory be found. 

In which your Elephant's profound j 
That old Examples from the Wife 
May prompt him in his No’s and I's. 

Thus the Lord Coke hath gravely writ 
In all the Form of Lawyers Wit ; 
Anc^thfen with Latin, and all that. 

Shews the Comparifon is pat. 

Yet in fome Points my Lord is wrong : 
One’s Teeth are fold, and t’other’s Tongue, 
Now Men of Parliament, God knows, 
Are more, like Elephants of Shows j 
Whofe docile Memory and Senfe 
Are turn’d to Trick, to gather Pence s 
To get their Mafter half a Crown, 

They fpread their Flag, or lay it down. 
Thofe who bore Bulwarks on their Backs 
And guarded Nations from Attacks, 

Now pra&ife ev’ry pliant Gefture, 

Op’ning their Trunk for ev’ry Tefter. 
Sianty for Elephants fo fam’d, 

Is rtot with England to be nam’d ; 

Their Elephants by Men are fold ; 

Ours fell Themlelves, and take the Gold. 


- ‘ 

An Elegy on the fuppofed Death of 
Partridge the Almanack- Maker* 

W E L L $ ’tis as Bickerflaff has guefs’d, 
Tho’ wc all took it for a Jeft ; 
Partridge is dead ; nay more, he dy’d 
E’re he cou’d prove the good ’ Squire ly’d. 
Strange, an Aftrologer fhou’d die t 

Without one Wonder in the Sky ! 

Not one of all his Crony Stars 

To pay their Duty at his Herfe ! . 

No Meteor, no Eclipfe appear’d ! 

No Comet with a flaming Beard ! 

The Sun has rofe, and gone to Bed, 

Juft as if Partridge wer e not dead s 
Nor hid himfelf behind the Moon. 

To make a dreadful Night at Noon, . > 

He at flt Periods walks thro’ Aries, 

Howe’er our earthly Motion varies ; 

And twice a Year he’ll cut th’ Equator $ 

As if there had been no fuch Matter. 

Some Wits have wonder'd, what Analogy 
There is 'ttvixt * Cabling and AJirology ; 

How Partridge made his Of ticks rife, 

From a Shoe-Sole , to reach the Skies. 

A Eift the Coblers Temples Ties , \ 
To keep the Hair out of their Eyes ; 



# Partridge was a Cobler . 

From 
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84 A * 1 Elegy on Partridge. 

From whence 'tis plain the Diadem , 

That Princes wear, derives from them. 

And therefore Crowns are now-a-days 
Adorn’d with Golden Stars and Rays, 

Which plainly (hews the near Alliance 
'Twixt Cabling and the Planets Science. 

Befides, that flow-pac’d Sign Bootes , 

(As ’tis mi lcall'd) we know not who 'tis t 
But Partridge ended all Difputes ; 

He knew his Trade, and call’d it * Boots. 

The Horned Moon , which heretofore 
Upon their Shoes the Romans wore, 

Whofe Widenefs kept their Toes from Corns, 
And whence we claim our Shooing- Horns, 
Shews, herw the Art of Coiling bears ^ 

A near Refemblance to the Spheres. 

A Scrap of Parchment hung by Geometry 
(A great Refinement in Barometry ) 

Can, like the Stars, foretel the Weather ; 
And what is Parchment elfe but Leather , 

• Which an Aftrologer might ufe, 

Either for Almanacks or Shoes ? 

Thus Partridge , by his Wit andPartSj 
At once did pra£iife both thefe Arts : 

And as the boading Owl (or ratlier 
The Bat, becaufe her Wings ar t Leather) 
Steals from her private Cell by Night, 

And flies abdutat Candle-Light ; 


# See his Almanack. 

\ ‘So 
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An Elegy on Partridge. 

So learned Partridge could as well 
Creep in the Dark from Leathern Cell, 

And, in his Fancy, fly as far 
To peep upon a twinkling Star. 

Befides, he could confound the Spheres , 

And fet the Planets by the Ears ; 

To fliew his Skill, he Mars could join 
To Venus in Afpeff Malign ; 

Then call in Mercury for Aid, 

And cure the Wounds, that Venus made. 

Great Scholars have in Lucian read, 

When Philip King of Greece was dead. 

His Soul and Spirit did divide, 

And each Part took a different Side ; 

One rofe a Star, the other fell 
Beneath, and mended Shoes in Hell. 

Thus Partridge flill Ihines in each Art, 
The Coiling and Star-gazing part j 
And is inflafl’d as good a Star 
As any of the Ceefars are. 

Triumphant Star ! fomePity lhew 
On Coblers militant below, 

Whpm roguifli Boys in Stormy Nights • 
Torment, by pilling out their Lights ; 

Or thro’ a Chink convey their Smoke 
Inclos’d Artificers to choke ! 

Thou, high exalted in thy Sphere, 

May’ll follow Hill thy Calling there. 

To thee - the Bull will lend his Hide, 

By Pkaehis newly tar.n'd and dry’d. 

For thoe^they Argo ' s Hulk will tax, 

And fcrape her pitchy Sides fo^lrax. 
ll7 * • Then 
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86 /n Epitaph on Partridge. 

Then Ariadne kindly lends 
Her braided Hair to make thee Ends. 
The Point of Sagittarius' Dart 
Turns to an Awl by heav’nly Art 5 
And Vulcan , wheedled by his Wife, 
Will forge for thee a Paring-Knife. 
For want of Room by Virgo's Side, 
She’ll drain a Point, and fit * aftride 
To take thee kindly in between 5 
And then the Signs will be "Thirteen. 


*The Epitaph. 




H ERE , five Foot deep, lies on his Back 
A Cobler, Sttirmonger, anz$$upxk ; 
Who to the Stars in pure Go'oa-wiU 
Does to his befi look upward fill . 

Weep, all you Cufiomers, that ufe 
His Pills, his Almanacks, or Shoes ; 

And you, that did your Fortunes feefpi ... .... 
Step to his grave but once a Week S’" 

This Earth, which bears his Body's Print ,* 'ff 
You'll find has fo much Vertue in't , 1 &*\ 

That l durfi pawn my Ears , 'twill tell 
What e'er concerns you full as well , ' 

In Phyfick, Stolen Goods, or Lovej\ 

As he himfelf could, when.above . : 

- 4 - ' 

. . -iV; V,,-/.- 

* Tibi brachia comrahet ingens 
Scorpius, &c, 

~ Vorfes 
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* Verfes to*he prefixed before Ber- 
nard Lintot’j New Mif cell any. 

S OME Colinaus praife, fome RleBu, 
Others account them but fo fo \ 

Some Plantin to the reft prefer. 

And fome efteem Old Elzevir ; 

Others with Aldus wou’d befot us j 
I, for my Part, admire Lintottus — 

His Chara&er’s beyond Compare, 

Like his own Perfon, large and fair. 

They print their Names in Letters final!. 

But L I NTO 7 ftands in Capital : 

Author and He, with equal Grace, 

Appear and ftareyou in the Face : 

Stephens prints Heathen Greeks ’tis faid, 
Which fome can’t conftrue, fome can’t read # : 
But all, that comes from Lintot's Hand, 

Ev’n Ra [on might underftand. 

Oft in an Aldus , or a Plantin , 

A Page is blotted, or Leaf wanting ; 

Of Lintot's Books this can’t be faid. 

All fair, and not fo much as^read. 

Their Copy coft ’em not a Penny 
To Homer , Virgil , or to any ; 

They ne’er gave Six-pence for two Lines, 

To them, their Heirs, or their Afligns ; 

But Lintot is at vaft Expence, 

And pays prodigious dear for-— Senfe. 

I Their 
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88 To Mr. JOHN MOORE, 

Their Books are ufcful but to few, 

A.Scholar, or a Wit or two $ V 

Lintct' s for gen’ral Ufe are fit ; 

For fome Folks read, but all Folks fh«« 

• • 

* To Mr . John Moore, Author of 
the celebrated Worm-Powder. 

t , 

H O W much, egregious Moore, are we 
Deceiv'd by Shews and Forms ! 
Whate’er we think, whate'er we fee. 
All Humankind are Worms, 

% I 

• / 

Man is a very Worm by Birth, 

Vile, reptile, weak, and vain! 

A while he crawls upon the Earth, 

Then fhrinks to Earth again. 

That Woman is a Worm, we find, 

E’re fince our Grandame’s Evil ; 

She firft convers’d with her own Kind, * 
That ancient* Worm, the Devil. 

* 

The Leam’d themfelves we Book- worms 
name ; * 

The Blockhead is a SloW-worm ; 

The Nymph, whofe Tail is all oe Flattie, 

Is aptly turn’d a Glow -worn! ; 



To Ur. JOHN MOORE. 89 

v • 1 , 

The Fops are painted Butterflies, 

That flutter for a Day 5 
Firft from a Worm they take their Rife, 

And in a Worm decay. 

* * * ■ . ■ " 

The Flatterer an Earwig grows : 

Tljus Worms fuit all Conditions ; 

Mifers are Muck-worms, Silk-worms Beaus, 
And Death-watches Phyficians. 

That Statefmen have the Worm, is feen 
By all their winding Play 5 
Their Confcience is a Worm within. 

That gnaws diem Night and Day. 

Ah Moore ! thy Skill were well employ’d. 

And greater Gain wou’d rife, * ' 

If thou could’ft make the Courtier void ’ 

The Worm, that never dies ! 

* - ’ * * 

i • ' * , » - 

O learned Friend of Abehurch-Lane t 
Who fct'ft our Entrails free. 

Vain is thy Art, thy Powder vain. 

Since Worms fliall eat ev'n thee ! 

Our Fate thou onl/can’ft adjourn ... 

Some few fliort Years, no more j 
Ev’n Button's Wits to Worms fhall turn. 

Who Maggots were before. 

» V v . * 

I 2 * Verfes 
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* Verfes cccaftoncd by an &c. at the 
End of Mr. D’Urfy’s Name in 
the Title to one of his Plays .* 

J O VE call’d before him t’other Day 
The Vowels, U, O , /, E, A. * 

All Dipt hongs, and all Confonants , 

Either of England, or of France j 
And all that were, or wifli’d to be, 

Rank’d in the Name of Tom D'Urfy. 

Fierce is this Caufe ; the Letters fpoke all | 
Liquids grew rough, and Mutes turn’d vocal, 
Thofe four proud Syllables alone 
Were filent, which by Fates Decree 
Chim’d in fo fmoothly, one by one, 

To the fweet Name of Tom D'Urfy . 

N, by whom Names fubfift, declar’d. 

To have no Place in this was hard ; 

And ^maintain’d, ’twas but his Due 
Still to keep Company with U ; 

So hop'd to ftand, no lefs than he, 

In the great Name of Tom D'Urfy. 

E fhew’d, a Comma ne’er could claim 
A Place in any Britijb Nafae j * 


* This Accident happen'd by Mr. D’Urfy V 
having made a Flourijb there , which the Print - 
er mi/look for an See. 


Tci 
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VaPfes vccajioned by an &• c. ' qi ’ 

Yet making here a perfect Botch, 

Thruds your poor Vowel from liis Notch : 
Hiatus mi <yalde dtfiendus ! 

From which good Jupiter defend us ! 

Sooner I’d quit my Part in thee, 

Than be no Partin Tom D'Urty. 

P protefted , puff ’d, and fwore. 

He’d not be ferv’d fo like a Bead 9 
He was a Piece of Emperor, 

And made up Jiaif a Pope at lead. 

C 9 vow’d, he'd frankly have releas’d 
His double Share in CaJ'ar Caius , 

For only one in Tom D'Urfeius • 

/, Confonant and Vowel too, 

T o Jupiter did humbly fue. 

That of his Grace he wou’d proclaim 
Durfeius his true Latin Name 9 
For tho’ widiout them both, ’tvvas clear, 
Himfelf could ne’er be Jupiter 9 
Yet they'd refign that Pod fo high. 

To be the Genitive Durfei. 

B and L fwore B 1 — and W— s, 

X and Z cry'd, P---X and Z s, 

G fwore by G--d, it ne’er fhould be. 

And W wou’d not lofe, not he, 

An EngUJh Letter's Property 
In the great Name of Tom Durfy. 

In fhort ; the red were all in Fray, 

From Cbrijlcrofs to Et cat era.* 

Tbev, tho’ but Standers-by too, mutter’d 9 
Pipthongs, and Tripthongs, fwore and flat- 
ter'd 9 

I 3 . That 
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qz Verjes occafoned by an 8t C* 

That none had fo much Right to be 
Part of the Name of fluttering T— 

T-- Tom— a— as — De — Dur- -fy---fy. 

Then Jorue thus fpake 5 With Care 
Pain 

We form’d this Name, renown’d in Rhyme ; 

Not thine, * Immortal Neufgermain ! 

Coll itudious Cabalijls more Time. 

Yet now, as then, you all declare. 

Far hence to Egypt you’ll repaij;. 

And turn ftrange Hieroglyphicks there 
Rather than Letters longer be, 

Unlefs i’th’ Name of Tom Durfy . 

Were you all pleas’d, yet what, I pray. 
To foreign Letters could I fay ? 

What if the Hebrew next fliou’d aim 
Tp turn quite backward D'Urff s Name } 
Shou’d the Greek quarrel too, by Styx , I 
Cou’d ne’er bring in Pfi and Xi j 
O micron and Omega from us 
Would each hope to be O in Thomas ; 

And all th’ ambitious Vowels vie 
No lefs than Pytbagorick T, 

To have a Place in Tom D'Urjy . 

Then, well-belov’d and trufty Letters ! 
Cons’nants, and Vowels, much their betters. 


} 


* A Poet , who ufed to make Verfes , ending 
with the lafi Syllables of the Names, of tkofe Per- 
fons he praifed : Which Voiture turned againjl 
him in a Poem of the fame Kind , 

,, .* WB, 
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Prologue for Mr. Durfy’j Play. * 

IPE, willing to repair this Breach, 

And all that in ns lies, pleafe each ; 

Et cafra to our Aid mult call, 

Et cat'ra reprefents ye all ; 

Et catra therefore, we decree, 
Henceforth for ever join’d fhall be 
To the great Name of Tom Durjy. 


* Prologue, defignedfor Mr. Dur- 


G ROWN old in Rhyme, ’twere barba- 
rous to difeard 

Your perfevering, unexhauded Bards 
Damnation follows Death in other Men, 

But your damn’d Poet lives, and writes again. 
Th' advent’rous Lover is fuccefsful ftill, 

Who drives to pleafe the Fair again ft her Willi 
Be kind, and make him in his Wifhes eafy. 
Who in your own Dejpite has drove to pleafe 

* y e * 

He fcorn’d to borrow from the Wits of yore ; 
But ever writ, as none e’er writ before. 

You Modem Wits, fhou’d each Man bring 
his Claim, 

Have defperate Debentures on your Fame ; 
And little wou'd be left you. I’m afraid, 

If all your Debts to Greece and Rome were 


« 



paid 


From 


94 Prologue t$ the Three Hours, l£c. 

From his deep Fund our Author largely draws. 
Nor finks his Credit lower than it was. - f r 
Tho’ Plays for Honour in old Time he made, 
’Tis now for better Reafons— to be paid. 
Believe him, he has known the World too 
long, * ' : •; *f- 

And feen the Death of much immortal Song. 
He fays, poor Poets loft, while Players won. 
As Pimps grow rich, while Gallants are 
undone. 

Tho’ Tom the Poet writ with Eafe and Plea* 
ftirfe. 

The Comick Tom abounds in other Treafure* 

* Fame is at beft an unperforming Cheat } • v / 
But ’tis fubftantial Happinefs to eat . 









* Prologue to the Three Hours 
after Marriage. * 


»* » 


Jr 


A 0THO R$ are judg’d by ftrange capri- 
. cions Rules f j ,>> 

* The great ones are thought mad, the 
final l ones F oohs t r - 

Yet fore die beft are moft feverely fated. 

For Fools are only laugh’d at, Wits are hated. 
Blockheads with reafon Men of Senfe abhor $ 
But Fool ’gainft Fool, is barb’rous CiyilWar. 

. Why 
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Prologue to the Three Hours, c . g$ 

Why on all Authors then (hou’d Criticks fall 1 
Since forae have writ, and (hewn noWit at all. 
Condemn a Play of theirs, and they evade it. 
Cry, “ Damn not us, but damn the French 
“ who made it.” 

By running Goods thefe gracelefs Owleitf 
gain i 

Theirs are the Rules of France , the Plots of 
Spain : 

But Wit, ’like Wine from happier Climates 
brought, 

Dafti’d, by thele Rogues, turns Engltjh com- 
mon Draught. 

They pall Moliere ' s and Lopez ? fprightly 
Strain, 

And teach dull Harlequins to grin in vain. 

How (hall our Author’hope a gentler Fate, 
Who dares mod impudently not tranflate. j 
It had been civil in thefe ticklifh Times 
To fetch his Fools and Knaves from foreign 
Climes, 

Spaniards and French abufe to the World’s 
End, 

But fpare old England , left you hurt a Friend. 
If any Fool is by our Satire bit, 

Let him hifs loud, to (hew you all, he’s hit. 
Poets make Chara&ers, as Salefmen Clothes ; 
We take no Meafure of your Fops and Beaus j 
But here all Sizes and all Shapes you meet, 
And fit yourfelves, like Chaps in Monmouth- 
Street . 


Gallants t 
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Gallants! look here, this * Fools-Cap has 
an Air 

Goodly and IVnart, with Ears of IJfachar. 

Let no one Fool engrofs it, or confine 
A common Blefling ! now ’tis yours, now, 
mine. 

But Poets in all Ages had the Care 
To keep this Cap, for fuch as will to wear. 
Our Author has it now, (for every Wit 
Of codrfe refign’d it to the next that writ ;) - 

And thus upon the Stage ’tis fairly f thrown j. 
Let him that takes it, wear it as nis own. 

•i *.** **. * ■ • • •#%*«* * •*-> ■ *i • 

■ ..... i ' .. ■ i i ■■ 

•* • • yAv ■ ^ T' r 

’ ■ * 

* Sandys’s Ghoft : Or a proper 
new Ballad on the new OvidY 

, r 

Metamorphofis : As it was in- 
tended to he tranjlated by Per - 
fons of Quality. 

. r ■ 

Y E Lords and Commons, Men of Wit 
And Pleafure about Town, 

Read this, e’re you tranllate one Bit . 
Of Books of high Renown. 

* Shenvra Cap r witb Ears '. 

•J- Flings down the Cap , and Exit. 

Beware 
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S A N D 'VjfS.V Gbojf, 

Beware of Latin Authors all : 

Nor think your Verfes Sterling, 

Tho’ with a Golden Pen you fcrawl. 
And fcribble in a Berlin : 

For not the Defk with filver Nails, 

Nor Bureau of Expence, 

Nor Standifh well japan ’d, avails 
To writing of good Senfe. 

Hear how a Ghoft in dead of Night, 
With faufer Eyes of Fire, 

In woeful wife did fore affright 
A Wit and courtly ’Squire. 

Rare Imp of Phoebus , hopeful Youth ! 
Like Puppy tame, that .ufes 

To fetch and carry, in his Mouth, 

The Works of all the Mufcs. 

Ah ! why did he write Poetry, 

That hereto was fo civil ; 

And fell his Soul for Vanity, 

To Rhyming and the Devil ? 

A Defk he had of curious Work, 

With glitt’ring Studs about ; 

Within the fame did Sandys lurk, 

Tho' O-vid lay without. 

Now as he fcratch’d to fetch up Thought 
Forth popp’d the Sprite fo thin j 

And from the Key “hole bolted out. 

All upright as a Pin. 
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With Whifkers, Band, and Pantaloon, 

And Ruff compos'd mdft duly ; 

This ’Squire he dropp’d his Pen full foon. 
While as the Light burnt bluely. 

Ho ! Mafter Sam, quoth Sandy's Sprite, 
Write on, nor let me fcare ye ; 

Forfooth, if Rhymes fall in not right. 

To Budget feek, or Carey . 

I hear the Beat of Jacob's Drums 3 
Poor Ovid finds no Quarter l 

See firft the merry P comes -i 

In Hafte, without his Garter. 

Then Lords and Lordings, ’Squires and 
Knights, - 

Wits, Witlings, Prigs, and Peers j 
Garth at St, James's , and at White's, 

Beats up for Volunteers. 

What Fenton will not do, nor Gay, 

Nor Congreve, Rowe, nor St any an, 

Tom B 1 or Tom D'Urfy may, 

John Dunton , Steele, or any one. 


If Juftice Philips' coftive Head 
Some frigid Rhymes difburfes ; 
They fhall like Perjian Tales be read, 
And glad both Babes and Nurfes. 


Let IV—rw—h's Mufe with AJh—t join. 

And Ozel's with Lord Hcrvey's : 

Tickell and Addifon combine, 

•And P—pe tranflate with Jervis . 

L 


e 
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iLOSE to the beft krfown Author Umbra 


The conftant Index to all Button ' s Wits. 
Who's here ? cries Umbra: Only Jobnfon”--* 

y?\ 

Tour Slave, and exit 3 but returns vnwRowe 3 


•' K- 


tdo DUKE upon DUKE. 

% * , k 

D^rr $owe, lets Jit and talk of tragedies : 

Not long. Pope enters ; and to Pope he flies': 
Then up comes Steele } he turns upon his- 
Heel , — 

And in a Moment fallens upon Steele s 
But cries as foon, Dear Dick, I tnuf be gone t 
For , if I know bis Tread , here's Addifon. 
Says Addifon to Steele , ’Tis Time to go j 
Pope to the Clofet fteps aiide with Ro^vf. 

Poor Umbra , left in this abandon’d Pickle, 
E'en fits him down, and writes to honeft T---, 
Fool ‘ ’tis in vain from Wit to Wit to roams 
Know, Senfe, like Charity, begins at Home, 


Duke upon Duke. An excellent 
, new Ballad. 

To the Tune of Chevy-Chace. 

T O Lordings proud I tune my Lay, 
Who fealt in Bower or Hall : 
Though Dukes they be, to Dukes I 

That Pride will have a Falk. 

* ■ . i ? . f4J-. , * 

Now, that this fame it is right footh. 

Full plainly doth appear. 

From what befei John Duke of Guife, 

And Hie. ot Lane a fere. 
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DUKE upon DUKE. 101 

4 

^Vhen Richard Qeur-de-Lyon reign'd, 

(Whidi means a Lion’s Heart) 

Like him his Barons rag’d and roar’d. 

Each play'd a Lion’s Pdrt. 

A Word and Blow was then enough, 

(Such Honour did them prick) 

If you but turn’d your Cheek, a Cuff $ 

And if your A fe, a Kick. 

Look in their Face, they tweak’d your Nole % 
At ev’ry turn fell to’t j 
Come near, they trod upon your Toes ; 

They fought from Head to Foot. 

Of thdfe, the Duke of Lancafere 
Stood Paramount in Pride j 
He kick’d, and cuff’d, and tweak’d, and trod 
His Foes, and Frie»ds befide. 

Firm on his Front his Beaver fate. 

So broad, it hid his Chin $ 

For why ? he deem’d no Man his Mate, 

And fear’d to tan his Skin. 

With Spani/h Wool he dy’d his Cheek, • 

• With Eflence oil'd his Hair j 
No Vixen Civet-Cat fo fweet, 

Nor could fo fcratch and tear. 

Right tall he made himfelf to (how. 

Though made full (hortby God : 

And when all other Dukes did bow. 

This Duke did only nod. 

K * v Yet 
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** % 

Vet courteous, blithe, and debonair 
To Guife' s Duke was he j 

Never was luch a loving Pair : .**. 

How could they difagree ? 

Oh, thus it was. He lov’d him d'ear. 

And call how to requite him : 

And having no- Friend left but this, v 
He deem’d it meet to fight him. 

Forthwith he drench’d his defp’rate Quill t 
And thus he did indite : 

“ This Eve at Whilk ourfelf will play, V 
“ Sir Duke ! be here To-night.” 

Ah no, ah no, the guilelefs Guife 
Demurely did reply } - 

I cannot go, not yet can ftand, * 

So fore the Gout have I. 

The Duke in Wrath call’d for his Steeds, V 
And fiercely droVe them on $ 

Lord ! Lord ! how rattl’d then thy Stones, 
Oh Kingly Kenfington ! 

All in a Trice he rufti’d on Guife 5 . 

Thruft out his Lady dear ; 

He tweak’d his Nofe, trod on his Toes, r - 
And fmote him on the Ear. 

But mark, how ’midft of Vi&ory, 

Tate plays her old Dog Trick! 

Up leap’dDukeyo/w, and knock’d him down j 
And fo down fell Duke Nic. 


DUKE upon DUKE. io| 

Alas, oh Sic ! Oh Sic. alas ! 

Right did thy Goflip call thee i 
As who fhould fay, alas the Day, 

When John of Guife (hall maul thee ! 

For on thee did he clap his Chair, 

And on that Chair did fit j 
And look’d, as if he meant therein 
To do — what was not fit. 

Up didft thon look, oh woeful Duke ! 

Thy Mouth yet durft not ope, 

Certes for fear ©f finding there 
A T— — d inftead of Trope. 

44 Lie there, thou Caitiff vile ! quoth Guife 9 
(t No Sheet is here to fave thee ; 

44 The Cafement it is fhut likewife ; 

44 Beneath my Feet I have thee. 

44 If thou haft aught to fpeak, fpeak out.’" 
Then Lancajiere did cry, 

“ Know’ft thou not me, nbr yet thyfelf ? 

“ Who thou, and whom am J ? 

44 Know’ft thou not me, who (God be prais'd) 
“ Have brawl'd, and quarrel’d more, 

44 Than all the Line of Lane a j\ ere 
44 That battl’d heretofore ? 

44 In Senates fam’d for many a Speech, 

44 And (what ( fome Awe muft give ye, 

44 Tho’ laid thus low beneath thy. Breech) 

. Still of the Council Privy. 
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“ Still of the Dutcky Chancellor, 

“ Durante Life I have it ; 

«« And turn, as now thou do’ft on me, 

“ Mine A— -e on them that gave it*?.. 

But now the Servants they rufh’d yi ; 

And Duke Nic. up leap’d He : 

I will not cope againft fuch odds. 

But, Guife ! I’ll fight with thee s 

To-morrow with thee will I fight 
Under the Greenwood Tree ^ 

« No, not to-morrow, but to night 
« (Quoth Guife) I’ll fight with thee,’' 

And now the Sun declining low 
Beftreak’d with Blood the Skies ; 

When, with his Sword at Saddle Bow, 
Rode forth the valiant Guife ; 

Full gently praunch’d he o’er the Lawn j 
Oft’ roll’d his Eyes around* 

And from the Stirrup ft retch’d, to find 
Who was not to be found. 

Long brandifh’d he the Blade in Air, 
Long look’d the Field all o’er : 

At length he fpy’d the Merry-men brown 
And eke the Coach and four. 

From out the Boot bold Nicholas 
Did wave his Wand fo white, 

As pointing out the gloarriy Glade 
Wherein he meant to fight. 
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All in that dreadful Hour, fo calm 
Was Lane after e to fee. 

As if he meant to take the Air, 

Or only take a Fee. 

And lb he did-— for to New Court 
His rowling Wheels did run : 

Not that he fliunn’d the doubtful Strife, 
But Bus'nefs muft be done. 

Back in the Dark, by Brompton Park, 

He turn’d up through the Gore j 
So flunk to Cambden Houfe fo high. 

All in his Coach and four. 

Mean while Duke Guife did fret and fume, 
A Sight it was to fee ; 

Benumm’d beneath the Evening Dew, 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

Then, wet and weary, home he far’d. 
Sore mutt’ring all the way, 

“ The Day I meet him, Nic. flull rue 
“ The Cudgel of that Day. 

c< Mean Time on ev’ry Pifling-Poft 
<f Pafte we this Recreant’s Name, 

(t So that each Pifler-by fliall read, 

“ And pifs againft the fame. 

Now God preferve our gracious King ! 

And granf, his Nobles all 
May learn this leflon from Duke Nic. 
That Pride will borne a Fall. 


* Fragment 
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* Fragment of a Satire. 


a 


I F meagre Gildon draws his venal Quill, . 

I wifh the Man a Dinner, and fit lull. 

If dreadful Demis raves in furious Fret, 
I'll anfwer Dennis , when I am in Debt. 

'Tis Hunger, and not Malice, makes them 
print ; 

And who'll wage War with Bedlam or the 
Mint r < - 

Should fome more fober Criticks come a* 
broad. 

If wrong, I faille j if right, I kifstbeRod. 
Pains, Reading, Study, are their juft Pretence; 
And all they want is Spirit, Tafte, and Senfe. 
Commas and Points they let exa£Hy right $ 
And ’twere a Sin to rob them of their Mite. . 
Y et ne’er one Sprig of Laurel grac'd thofe Rib- 
balds, V' 

F rom flafliing B — - -y down to yldXingTibbalds .* 
Who thinks he reads, when ne but /cans and 

' fP e ^* , • 

A Word-catcher, that lives 

Yet ev’n this Creature may fome Notice claim. 
Wrapt round wad fanftify’d with Skakefpear's 
Nar lie. 

Pretty, in Amber to obferve the Forms 
Of Hairs, or Straws, or Dirt,*br Grubs, or 
Worms s 

The Thing, we know, is neither rich nor rare ; 
Rut wonder, how the Devil it got there. 

. Are 
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Are others angry ? I excufe them too ; 

Well may they rage j I give them but their 
Due. 

Each Man's true Merit ’tis not hard to, find ; 
But each Man’s fecret Standard in his Mind., 
That calling Weight Pride adds to Empti* 
nefs ; 

This who can gratify ; for who can gtiefs ? 

The Wretch, whom pilfer’d Paftorals renown. 
Who turns a Perfan Tale for half a Crown, 
Juft writes to make his Barrennefs appear, 

And drains from hardbound Brains fix Lines 
a Year; 

In Senfe ftill wanting, tho’ he lives on Theft, 
Steals much, fpends little, yet has nothing left# 

* Joknfon t who now to Senfe, now Nonfenfe 
leaning, 

Means not, but blunders round about a Mean- 

• ing J.’*,--' ” 

And he, yhofe Fuftian’s fo fublimely bad, 

•f It is not Poetry, but Profe run mad : 

Should modeft Satire bid all thefe tranfate , 

And own, that nine fuch Poets make a Tate 5 
How wou'd they fume, and ftamp, and roar, » 
» and chafe 1. 

How wou’d they fwear, not Congreve's felf 
* * • > was fare ! * 

>-■■■■ ■ " ■■■ ■ — ' —H I . 11 

* Author of the Vi£lim, and Cobler fl/Trefton , 
t P erf e of Dr, Ev» 

Peace 
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Peace to all fuch ! but were there one whofe 
Fires 

Apollo kindled, and fair Fame infpires, 

Bleft with each Talent, and each Art to pleafe. 
And born to write, converfe, and live with 
Eafe j 

Should fuch a Man, too fond to rule alone. 
Bear, like the Turk, no Brother near the 
Throne } 

View him with fcornful, yet with fearful Eyes $ 
And hate for Arts, that caus’d himfelf to rile ; 
Damn with faint Praife, affent with civil Leer, 
And without fneering teach the reft to fneer ; 
Wifhing to wound, and yet afraid toftrike. 
Juft hint a Fault, and hentate Diflike ; 

Alike referv’d to blame, or to commend, 

A tim'rous Foe, and a fufpicious Friend ; 
Dreading ev’n Fools 4 by Flatterers befiegVj, 
And fo obliging that he ne'er oblig’d ; 

Who, if two Wits on rival Themes conteft. 
Approves of each, but likes the worlf the bell $ 
Like Cato gives his little Senate Laws, 

And fits attentive to his own Applaufe ; 

While Wits and Templars ev’ry Sentence 
raife, * 

And wonder with a foolilh Face of Praife. 
What Pity, Heav’n ! if fuch a Man there be ! 
Who would not weep, if A- -—it were he ? 


* Macer. 


* Macer. 


W HEN fimple Macer, now of high 
Renown, 

Firft fought a Poet’s Fortune in the 
Town, 

’Twas all th’ Ambition his great Soul could 
feel. 

To wear red Stockings, and to dine with St— ■ 
> Some Ends of Verl'e his Betters might afford. 
And gave the harmlefs Fellow a good Word- 
Set up with thefe, he ventur’d on the Town, 
And in a borrow’d Play, out-did poor Cr—n . 
There he ftopt fhort, nor fince has writ a T ittle, 
But has the Wit to make the mod of little \ 
Like ftunted hide-bound Trees, that jull have 
got 

Sufficient Sap at once to bear and rot. 

* Now he begs Verfe, and what he gets com- 
mends. 

Not of the Wits hisFoes,but Fools his Friends, 
Sofome coarfe Country Wench, almoft de- 
cay’d. 

Trudges to Town, and firft turns Chamber- 
maid ; 



* He requeued by publick Ad<vertifetnents the 
Aid of the Ingenious to make up a MifceUany in 


Auk ward 


no SYLVIA, a fragment. 

Aukward and fupple each Devoir to pay. 

She flatters her good La3y twice a Day ; 
Thought wond’rous honeft, tho’ of mean De- 
gree, 

And ftrangely lik’d for her Simplicity : 

In a tranftated Suit then tries theTownj^ ' 
With borrow’d Pins, and Patches not-her own j 
But juft endur’d the Winter fhe began. 

And in four Months a batter’d Harridan. 
Now nothing’s left, but wither’d, pale, and 
^ flirunk, * 

To bawd for others, and go Shares with Punk. 


— — 


• Sylvia, a Fr0*i 

S YLVIA my Heart in wdfad'r&ts vriieaV 
larm’fl, 

Aw’d without Senfe, and without Beau • 
’**■* • ty charm’d j ’ 

But fome odd Graces, and fine Flights, fhe 
« had, * : .. . ' * 

Was juft not ugly, and was juft nottjaad. 
Her Tongue ftill run on Credit from ,l«ar Eyes, 
More pert than witty, more a Wittliiftiwi^. 
Good Nature, flie declar’d it, was her Scorn, 
Tho’ ’twas by that alone fhe could be born ; 
Affronting all, yet fond of a good Name s 
A fool to Plealure, yet a Slave to Fame $ ■* 
Now coy, and ftudious in no Point to fall, a 
Now all agog for y at a Ball i . > 

.... Now 
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Now deep in Taylor , and the Book of Martyrs , 
Now drinking Citron with his Grace and 
Charters . 

Men, fome to Bus’nefs, fome to Pleafure 
take, 

Butev'ry Woman’s in her Soul a Rake. 

Frail, fev’rifh Sex 1 their Fit now chills, now 
' burns ; . • « 

Atheifm and Superftition rule by Turns 5 
And the mere Heathen in her carnal Part, _ . 

Is Hill a fad good Chriftian at her Heart. 


* Artimefia. . 

T H O’ Artimefia talks, by Fits, 

Of Councils, Claflicks, Fathers, Wits 9 , v 
Reads Malbrancbe , Boyle , and Locke : 
Yet in fome Things, methinks, (he fails 5 
*Twere well, if (he wou’d pare her Nails, 

And wear a cleaner Smock. 

Haughty and huge as High-Dutch Bride j 
Such Naftinefs, and fo muchPride, 

Are odly join’d by Fate : 

On her large Squab you find her fpread, 

Like a fat Corpfe upon a Bed, . ' 

That lies and (links in State. 

She wears no Colours (Sign of Grace) 

On any Part except her Face 9 
All white and black befide ; 

. -I, Dauntlefs 


\ 
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Dauntlefs her Look, her Gefture proud. 

Her Voite theatrically loud, ; 

-'And mafeulineiier Stridfe 1 ,^^:^ 

So have! feen,ii) black and white,-! 

A prating Thing, a Magpye Height, 
Majfftically ftaik y, ^ ■ 

A (lately, worthlefs Anlstnd^^P^a^ ’ ' 

That plies the Tongue, and wags the Tail 5 
All- flutter, Ilride, *ad- •*< w ' ’ 
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* Phrvne ' 

P HRYH E had Talents for Mankind j 
Open Ihe was, and unconfin'd, w 
Like folne free Port o£ Ti^fo ! jr 
Merchants unloaded here 
And Agents from each ^ 

' . Hece firft their Entry madhi^ ‘ 

Tt.. t j -j - .■■”•■ • s 
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Obfcure- Birth,' rOTOwh^^^^iejs, 

Still changing Names, Religions, Chipes, ' 
At length fhetums a Bride j 
In Diamonds, Fearls,and rich Brocades, 

She Ihines the firH of batter*4:Jade^ 

And flutters in her Pri 
;* . .** . i * * • *■ So 
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So have I kno vvn thofe I n fe£t s fair. 

Which curious Germans hold fo rare. 

Still vary Shapes and Dyes ; 

• Still gain new Titles with new Forms ; ► 
Firft Gfubs obfcene, then wrigling Worms, 
Then painted Butterflies, 



On Mrs , Biddy Floyd. 


W HEN Cupid did his Grandfire Jovr 
intreat 

T o form fome Beauty by a new Re- 
ceipt, 

Jove fent, and found far in a Country Scene 
Truth, Innocence, Good-nature, Look ferene ; 
From which Ingredients firft the dex’trous Boy 
Pick’d therDemure, the Aukward, and the Coy 5 
The Graces from the Court did next provide 
' Breeding, and Wit, and Air, and decent Pride ; 
Thefe Venus cleans’d from ev’ry fpurious Grain 
Of Nice, Coquet, AfFe&ed, Pert, and Vain. 
Jove mix’d up all, and his beft Clay employ’d ; 
Then call’d tne happy Compoiition, Flojd. 
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Apollo outwitted . To the Honour- 

able Mrs . Finch .under her Name 

0f.mtU . 1 r '• 

■; > , * ' > .• 

HOE BUS now ihorfning ev'ry Shade, 
Up to the Northern Tropick came , 

And thence beheld a lovely Maid 
Attending on a Royal Dahl£« * 

The God laid down his feeble Kays, 

Then lighted from his glitt’ring Coach, s 
.•But fenc'd his Head withhis awftBays, 
Before he durft the Nymph approach. 

Under thofe facred Leaves, fecurt 

FrQm common Lightning of tl^ ’Shies, > 
Me fondly thought he might ehddte/ 

The Flashes of Ardelia's Eyes.; 

- . ■*.»# » ; «*»» - —rm& , - * 

The Nymph, who oft had read in Books 
df that bright God, whop Bards invoke, . 
Soon knew Apollo by his ,.r • 

And guefs’d his 

He, iJ»jfl|».MC*leftial Gant. . 7/5 ' f; 

Coi#S'd WFlame, aiW fwore by Sim, 
Whate'er IhfcWciUtd defire, tb‘ grant ’jV 
But wife Ar delta knew his Tricks. 


EfV x- Hi 

- ■ +■ 1 

4« * 


Ovid had warn’d her to beware 

Of ftroling Gods, whofe ufual Trade is, 
finder Pretench of taking Air, , 

To pick up Sublunary Ladies. 
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T o the Hon. Mrs. FINCH. 11$ 


Howe’er, (he gave no flat Denial, 

• As having Malice in her Heart ; 

And was relolv'd upon a T rial 

To cheat the God in his own Art. ' 

Hear my Requeft, the Virgin faid j 
Let which I pleafe of all the Nine 

Attend, whene’er I want their Aid, 

Obey my Call, and only mine. 

By Vow oblig’d, by Paflion led, 

The God could not refufe her Pray’r : 

He wav’d his Wreath thrice o’er her Head, 
Thrice mutter’d fomething to the Air. 

And now he thought to feize his Due ; * 

But flie the Charm already try’d ; 

Thalia heard the Call, and flew 
To wait at bright Ardelia'% Side. 

Or °* ht of this Celeftial Prude 


o thought it vain to flay ; 

Nor in her Prefence durft be rude. 

But made his Leg, and went away. 

He hop’d to find fome lucky Hour, 

When on their Queen the Mufes wait ; 
. But Pallas owns Ardclia's Pow’r ; 

For Vows divine are kept by Fate. 

Then full of Rage Apollo fpoke ; 
v Deceitful Nymph, I fee thy Art ; 

And tho’ I can’t my Gift revoke. 



I’ll difappoint its nobler Part, 


L 3 


Let 
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‘u6 To Lady WINCHELSE.A. 

Let ftubborn Pride poflefs thee long* 

And be thou negligent of Fame : 

With ev'ry Mufe to grace thy Song,. 

May ’ft thou defpife a Poet’s Name.. 

Of modeft Poets be thou firft, 

To ftlcnt Shades repeat thy Verle, 

Till Fame and Eccho almoft burft, 

Yet hardly dare one Line rehearfe. 

And laft, my Vengeance to compleat, ?. 

May you defeend to take Renown, 

Prevail’d on by the Thing you hate, 

A Whig, and one that wears a Gown. 

* Impromptu , To Lady Winchelfea. 
Oc caponed by four Satyrical Ver- 
fes on Women- Wits, in the Rape 
of the Lock. ' v 

I N vain you boaft Poetic Names of yore, 
And cite thofe Sappho's we admire no more: 
Fate doom'd the Fall of ev'ry Female Wit, 
But doom’d it then, when firft Ardelia writ. 

Of all Examples by the World confeft, 

I knew Ardelia could not quote the beft ; ‘ . 

Who, likelier Miftrefson Britania's Throne, 
Fights and fu.bdues in Quarrels not her own. 
T o write their Praife you but in vain effay,} 
Ev’n white you write, you take that Praife a- 
way ; 

Light, 
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Light to the Stars the Sun does thus reftore. 
But (hints himfelf, till they are feen no more, 

-.1 k * . 

* ** 

■ ,, ■— 

* Epigram. 

. 

,vT^\ i ■ . . ’ * 

A Bifhop by his Neighbours hated 

Has Caufe to wi(h himfelf tranflatcd. 

But why (hou’d Hough defire Tranfla- 
tion, 

Lov’d and elteem’d by all the Nation ? 

Yet if it be the old Man’s Cafe, 

I’ll lay my Life, I know the Place. 

’Tis, where God fent fome that adore him* 
And whither Enoch went before him. 

* — — * ' 

Stella ’ s Birth- Bay. 1718. 

. - > \ ■ • 

S TELLA this Day is Thirty-four, 

(We (han’t difpute a Year or more :) ■; 

Howe'er, Stella , be not troubled, 

Altho’ thy Size and Years are doubted. 

Since firft I law thee at Sixteen, 

The brighteft Virgin on the Green* 

So little is thy Form declin’d ; 
bflade up fo largely in thy Mind. 

» Oh 1 wou’d it pleafe the Gods to Jplit 
Thy Beauty, Size, and Years, and Wit, 

No.' 
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No Age could furnifh out a Pair . 

Of Nymphs fo graceful, wife, and fair : 
With half the Luftre of your Eyes, 

With half your Wit, your Years, and Size. 
And then, before it grew too late. 

How fliou’d I beg of gentle Fate, 

That either Nymph might have her Swam, 
To fplit my Worfliip too in twain l 

. +■ * • 4k 


Stella ’s Birth-Day. 1720. 

A L L Travellers at firft incline, 

Where-e’er they fee the faireft Sign ; 
And if they find the Chambers neat, 
And like the Liquor and the Meat, 

Will call again, and recommend 
The Angel-Inn to ev’ry Friend : * 

What tho' the Painting grows decay d. 

The Houfe will never lofe its Trade : 

Nav, tho’the treach’rous Tapfter Thomas 
Hangs a new Angel two Doors from us, 

As fine as Dawbers hands can make it, < 
In hopes that Strangers may mtltake tt, 

We think it both a Shame and a Sin 
To quit the true old Angel-Inn. . ., \ 

Now, this is Stella's Cafe m Fatt, j 

An Angel's ace, a little ciack d ; 

(Could Poets, or could Painters fix 
How Angels look at Thirty-fix. 

This drew us in at firft to find 
In fuch a Form an Angel $ Mind , 


-v 4 




S TEL LAV Birth-Day . ng 

And ev'ry Virtue now funplies 
The fainting Rays of Stella's Eyes. 

See at her Levee crowding Swains, 

Whom Stella freely entertains 
With Breeding, Humour, Wit, and Senfe, 
And puts them but to fmall Expence j 
Their Mind fo plentifully fills. 

And makes fuch reafonable Bills, 

So little gets for what Ihe gives. 

We really wonder how (he lives 1 
And had her Stock been lefs, no doubt. 

She muft have long ago run out. 

Then who can think, we’ll quit the Place, 
When Doll hangs out a newer Face j 
Or flop and light at Cloe's Head, 

With Scraps and Leavings to be fed > 

Then Cloe y ft ill go on to prate 
Of Thirty-fix, and Thirty-eight ; 

Purfue your Trade of Scandal- picking, • 
Your Hints, that Stella is no Chicken } 

Your Innuendo's, when you tell us 
That Stella loves to talk with Fellows j 
And let me warn you to believe 
A Truth, for which your Soul ftiould grieve 
That (hould you live to fee the Day, 

When Stella's Locks muft all be grey. 

When Age muft print a furrow’d Trace 
On ev'ry Feature of her Face j 
Tho’ You, and all your fenfelefs Tribe, 
Could Art, or Time, or Nature bribe 
To make you look like Beauty’s Queen, 

And hold for ever at Fifteen j 


stt 
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No Bloom of Youth can ever blind 
The Cracks and Wrinkles of your Mind t 
All Men of Senfe will pafsyourt)oor* 
And crowd to Steil^& ^t Vpuv&^st. 
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Stella -j Birth Day* Bptffe 

offVine, long buried^ i$i$g : that 
Day Mg ttf * • 8, ‘» 


,1.722 • 




KC ♦ 


. , sy 

* \ 


R E SO LV’D tiry annual Veffi|i^ay- t 
By Duty Bound, on SteUh't Day j - 7; 
Furnifh’dWith Papery 
I gravely fat me doym to 
1 bit my Nails, an^erateh’d ^ 

But found my Wit and^aneyjfo^ •'•' 

Or, ifivithmorbthan ’ 

A Thought cameflowly 
It coft me Doinjl knpWs bow 
To fhape it intoSenfe and Kh^aib i •> 
And, what 

J^ong-Thinking made ’*? 

Forfaken byth v infpirmfeM®|i%^': ; 

I waited at wSuief '-iMftt & 
I told him, whatfche W^ld^btild^fy,; '■ 

Tf Stolls 7 K\Tt>rf* iltvAtticr ■ ' ‘ ' v 


*»> 

•Ji 

fr 


If Stella wereUnfung To-djqr'ff^^l 
How I fhou’d hide niy Head fat SftajAe, _ 
When both t\i6jd%ks and Robin came.^ : ? . 
How Fdfd would ffownj hc^ ^&w^ld Jeter, 
How Sh — r the Rogue wouidfirtref, •• 

«%. " And 
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And fwear it does not always follow. 

That Semd'n anno ridet Apollo. 

I have affur’d them twenty Times, 

That Pbcebus help’d me in my Rhymes, 
Phoebus infpir’d me from above, 

And he and I were Hand and Glove : 

But finding me fo dull and dry fince. 
They’ll call it all poetic Licence j 
And when I brag of Aid divine. 

Think Eufden's Right as good as mine. 

Nor do I alk for Stella's Sake j 
’Tis my own Credit lies at Stake : 

And Stella will be fung, while I 
Can only be a Stander-by. 

dpollo having thought a little. 

Return’d this Anfwer to a Tittle. 

Tho’ you Ihould live like old Methufalem % 
I Jurnilh Hints, and you fhould ufe all ’em. 
You yearly fing as file grows old. 

You’d leave her Virtues half untold. 

But to fay Truth, fuch Dulnefs reigns 
Thro’ the whole Set of I — r 'tjb D — ns ^ 
I’m daily ftunn’d with fuch a Medley, 

D--n IV-—, D— n D---1, and D--n S ; 

That let what D--nfoever come, 

My Orders are, I’m not at Home ; 

And, if your Voice had not been loud, 

You muft have pafs’d among the Crowd. 

But now your Danger to prevent, 

You muft apply to * Mrs. Brent } 


* The Hoitfe- keeper. 


For 


1 22 STELL A*> Blrtb-Dayi 

For {he, as Prieftefs, knows the Rites* 
Wherein the God of Earth delights. 

Firft, nine Ways looking, let her ftand 
With an old Poker in her Hand ; 

JLefher defcribe a Circle round 
In * Sawder's Cellar on the Ground ; 

A Spade let prudent f Archy hold, 

And with Difcretion dig the Mould ; 

Let Stella look with watchful Eye, 

Rebecca , Ford, and G rat tons by. 

Behold the Bottle, where it lies 
With Neck elated tow’rds the Skies l 
The God of Winds, and God of Fire, 

Did to its wond’rous Birth confpire } 

And Bacchus for the Poet’s Ufe 
Pour’d in a ilrong infpiring Juice : 

See ! as you raife it from its Tomb, 

It drags behind a fpacious Womb, 

And in the fpacious Womb contains 
A fov’reign Med’cine for the Brains. 

You'll find it foon, if Fate confents ; 

If not, a thoidand Mrs. Brents, 

Ten thoufand Archy' s arm’d with Spades, 
May dig in vain to Pluto's Shades. 

From thence a plenteous Draught infufe. 
And boldly then invoke the Mufe $ 

(But firft let Robert on his Knees 
With Caution drain it from the Lees) 

The Mufe will at your Call appear 
With Stella's Praife to crown the Year. 


j- 
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# The Butler. + The Footman. 
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Stella’^ Birth-Bay. 1724, 

A S when a beauteous Nymph decays, 

We lay flic’s pad her Dancing Days j 
SoPoets Iofe their Feet by Time, 

And cnn no longer dance in Rhyme. 

Your annual Bard had rather choie 
T o celebrate your Birth in Profe : 

Y et merry Folks who want by Chance 
A Pair to make a Country Dance, 

Call the old Houfe-keeper, and get her 
To rill a Place, for want of better ; 

While .S' k is off the Hooks, 

And Friend D -y at his Books, 

That Stella may avoid Difgrace, 

Once more the D--nftippIies their Place. 

Beauty and Wit, too fad a Truth, 

Have always been confin’d to Youth..; 

The God of Wit, and Beauty’s Queen, 

He Twenty-one, and fhe Fifteen : 

No Poet ever fweetly fung, 

Unlefs he were like Phoebus , young; 

Nor ever Ny iTyh infpir’d to Rhyme, 

Unlefs like Venus in her Prime. 

At Fifty-fix, if this be true. 

Am I a Poet fit for you ? 

Or at the Age of Forty- three. 

Are you a Subjeil fit lor me ? 

Adieu bright Wit, and radiant Eyes ; 

You muft be grave, and I be wife, 

M 0»r 
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Our Fate in vain we would oppoie ; 

But I'll be Hill your Friend in Prole j 
Elleem and FriendJhip toexprcls, 

Will .not require Poetick Drefs 5, 

And it the Mule deny her Aid 
To have them jung, they may be faid . 

But, Stella Jay, what evil Tongue 
Reports you are no longer young ? 
ThatT/ttir Jits with his Scythe to mow 
Where erft fat Cupid with his Bow ? 

That half your Locks are turn’d to Grey ? 
I’ll na’er believe a Word they fay. 

’Tis true, but let it not be known, 

My Eyes are lomewhat ditnifh grown ; 

For Nature, always in the Right, 

To your Decays adapts my Sight, 

And Wrinkles undiltinguifh'd pais, 

For I’m aJham’d to ufe a Glafs j 
And till I fee them with thefe Eyes, 
Whoever fays you have them, lyes. 

No length of Time can make you quit 
Honour and Virtue, Senle and Wit. 

Thus you may itill be young to me. 

While I can better bear than fee : 

Oh, ne'er may Fortune Jhew heF Spight, 
To make me deaf, and mend my Sight ! 
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Stella’* Birth-Day, March 13, 

1726. 

T HIS Day, whate'er the Fates decree. 
Shall (till be kept with Joy by me 5 
This Day then, let us not be told 
That you are Tick, and I grown old, 

IS! or think on our approaching Ills, 

And talk of Spe&acles and Pills ; 

To-morrow will be Time enough 
To hear fuch mortifying Stuff. 

Yet, fmee from Reafon may be brought 
A better and more pleafing Thought, 

Which can, in fpite of all Decays, 

Support a few remaining Days : 

From not the graved of Divines 
Accept for once fome ferious Lines. 

Altho’ we now can form no more 
Long Schemes of Life, as heretofore ; 

Yet You, while Time is running fad. 

Can look with Joy on what is pad. 

Were future Happinefs and Pain 
A mere Contrivance of the Brain, 

As Atheids argue, to entice, 

And fit their Profelytes for Vice ; 

(The only Comfort they propofe. 

To have Companions in their Woes.) 

Grant this the Cafe, yet fure ’tis hard 
That Virtue, dil'd its own Reward, 

M a ’ And 
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And by all Sages underftood 
To be the thief of human Good, 

Shou’d a fling die, nor leave behind 
Some lading Pleafure in the Mind, 

Which by Remembrance will alTwage 
Grief, Sicknels, Poverty, and Age 5 
And ftrongly Ihoot a radiant Dart 
To fhine thro' Life’s declining Part. f’ 
Say, StclUit feel you no Content, 

Reflefiing on a Life well fpent : 

Yourfkilful Hand employ'd to lave 
Defpairing Wretches from the Grave j 
And then fupportmgwith your Store 
Thofe, whom you dragg’d from Death before 5 
So Providence on Mortals waits, 

Preferving what it firft creates : 

Your gen’rous Boldnefs to defend . 

An innocent and abfent Friend 5 - - : -} 

That Courage, which can make you juft 
To Merit humbled in the Dull ; 

The Deteftation you exprefs - 

For Vice in all its glitt’ring Drefs : 

That Patience under tort’ring Pain, 

Where ftubborn Stoicks wou’d complain- 
Muft thefe like empty Shadows pals. 

Or Forms reflected from a Glafs ? 

Or mere Chimasra’s in the Mind, 

That fly, and leave no Marks behind ? 

Does not the Body thrive and grow f 
By F ood of twenty Y ears ago ? £& 

And, had it not been dill fupply’d, 

It muft a thoufand Times have dy’d : 

Then* 
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Then, who with Reafon can maintain 
That no Effe&s of Food remain ? 

And, is not Virtue in Mankind 
The Nutriment, that feeds the Mind ? 

D pheid by each good A£f ion pad. 

And dill continu’d by the lad : 

Then who with Reafon can pretend. 
That all Effects of Virtue end ? 

Believe me, Stelta, when you (how 
That true Contempt for Things below. 
Nor prize your Life for other Ends 
Than merely to oblige your Friends ; 
Your former Aftions claim their Part, 
And join to fortify your Heart. 

For Virtue in her daily Race, 

Like Janus, bears a double Face ; 

Looks badewith Joy where fheha*s gone. 
And therefore goes with Courage on : - 
She at your fickly Couch will wait. 

And guide you to a better State. 

O then, whatever Heav’n intends. 
Take Pity on your pitying Friends j 
Nor let your Ills affect your Mind, 

To fancy they can be unkind $ 

Me, furely me,, you ought to fpare, 

Who gladly wou’d your Suff’rings (hare 
Dr give my Scrap of Li fe to You, 

And think it far*beneath your Due j, 

You to whofe Care io oft I owe. 

That I'm alii e to tell you fo. 
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T o Mrs. M. B. Cent on her Birth- 

■nw t. . h ■- * jrr -t !*»> 

- : Day, June i 
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G H ! be thou bleftwith all that Heav’n can 
fend,/ 

Long Health, long Youth 
fure, and a Friend ! / 

Not with thofe Toys the Female 
Riches that vex, and Vanities 
Not as the World its pretty Slaves 
A Youth of Frolicks, an Old 
Fair to no Purpofe, artful to : 

Young without Lovers, old without 
A Fop their PaiTion, but their Priz 
Alive ridiculous, and dead forgot! 




Let' Joy, or Eafe, let Affluents* Content, 
And the gay Confidence of a Life^ell {pent. 
Calm ev’ry Thought, infpirit.eyk^raraee,. 
Glow in thy Heart, and fmile^,turi|p^nf l.Face. ! 
Let Day irtiprove on Day, an^ Yt^r cn Y dir/ 
Without a Pain, a 'Trouble, or.a$&?/ * 

Till Death uhfelt that tender Pfirae'dr " ~ 

In fome foftDream, or Extafy^f .Ioy 
Peaceful , fleep-dut the Sabbath tlii^<&nh 

And wake to Raptures in a Lirfe to cbttie l 
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* Song. By a Perfon of Quality. 

I SaID to my Heart, between Sleeping and 
Waking, 

Thou wild Thing, that always art leaping 
or aking, 

What Black, Brown, or Fair, in what Clime, 
in what Nation, 

By turns has not taught thee a Pit— a— -pata- 
tion ? 

Thus accus’d, the wild Thing gave this fober 
Reply : • 

See the Heart without Motion, tho’ Ccelia pafs 
by ! • 

Not the Beauty fhe has, or the Wit that fhc 
borrows. 

Gives the Eye any Joys, or the Heart any 
Sorrows. 

When our Sappho appears, Ihe whofe Wit fo 
refin’d, 

I am forc'd to applaud with the reft of Man- 
kind ; 

Whatever Ihe fays, is with Spirit and Fire ; 
Ev’ry Word I attend : but I only admire. 

Prudentia as vainly would put in her Claim, 
Ever gazing on Heaven, tho’ Man in her Aim : 
*Tis Love, not Devotion, that turns up her 
Eyes j 

Thofe Stars of this World are too good for the 
Skies. 


But 
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But Che fo lively, fo* ealy, fo 
Her Wit fo genteel, without Art, without Care? 
When She comes in my way, the Motion, the 
Pain, r 'm* 

The Leapings, the Akings, return all again. 


C wonderful Creature l a Woman of Reafon? 
Never grave out of Pride, never gay out of 


Seafon ! \< **< 


When fo eafy to guefs who this Angel ftiould 
be, 2 

Would one think Mrs. H--— rf ntf^dreami 
it was She ? 
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O F all the Girls that e’er were feen. 

There’s none fo fine as Nelly* - . - 

For charming Face, and Shape, and 
Mien, ' ■ ^ * 

And what’s not fit to tell ye. ; 

Oh ! the turn’d Neck, and fmooth wfiite Skin, 
Of lovely deareft Netty / •>*£. 

For many a Swain it well had been. 

Had (he ne’er paft by Calai. - ■ : '.+■?'• 


./■v. 


For when as Nelly came to France, 

(Invited by her Coufins)* ' jP 

Acrofs the Tuilleries each Glance ~ 

Kill’d Frenchmen by whole Dozens; . * * 

. The 
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The King, as he at Dinner fat. 

Did beckon to his Hujfar , 

And bid him bring his Tabby-Cat, 

For charming Nell to bufs her. 

The Ladies were with Rage provok’d 
To fee her fo refpefled : 

The Men look’d arch, as Nelly ltrok'd. 
And Pufs her Tail ere£led. 

. But not a Man did Lo«k employ, 
Except on pretty Nelly ; 

Then faid the Duke de Filler cy. 

Ah! qu'elle ejl bienjolie ! 

But who’s that grave Philofopher, 

That carefully looks a’ter ? 

By his Concern it fhou'd appear, 

The Fair one is his Daughter. 

•May foy ! quoth then a Courtier fly. 

He on his Child does lear too : 

I wilh he has no Mind to try. 

What fbme Papa’s will here do* 

The Courtiers all with one Accord 
Broke out in Nelly s Praifes, 

Admir’d her Rofe, and Lys fans farde , 
(Which are your Hermes Francoifes.) 

Then might you fee a painted Ring 
Of Dames, that flood by Nelly i 

She like the Pride of all the Spring, 
And they, like Fleurs de Pafais. 


133 Ode, on the Longitude. 

In Marti ' s Gardens and S t.Clou, 

I law this charming Nelly, 

Where fhamelefs Nymphs, expos’d to View, 
Stand naked in each AUey t 
But Venus had a brazen Face 
Both at Verfailles and Meu.kn ; 

Or elfe ftie had refign’d her Place, 

And left the Stone ilie flood on. 

Were Nelly's Figure mounted there, 
’Twould put down all th 'Italian: 

Lord ! how thofe Foreigners would flare; 

But I fhould turn Pygmalion : 

For Spite of Lips, and Eyes and Mien, 

Me nothing can delight fo, 

As does that Part, that lies between 
Her Left Toe, and her Right Toe. 


* Ode, for Mufick. On the 
Longitude. 
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T HE,; Longitude mift on 

By wicked Will, Whifion 5 
And not better hit on >?£.• ' \ 


By good Master Ditton. 
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On Mrs . T- 
RITORNELL , 

St) Ditton and IVhiJion 
May both be bep-ft on ; ' 

And IVbipn and Ditton 
May both be belh-t 09. 

Sing Ditton % 

Befli-t on ; 

And Whip*, 

Bep-ft on. 

Sing Ditton and IVbiJion , 

And JVbipn and Ditton , 

Befti-t and bep-ft on, 

Bep-ft and belh-t on. 

Da Capo. - f 


* Epigram on the Feuds about 
Handel and Bononcini. 

S TRANGE ! all this Difference fliould be 
’Twixt Tweedle-jDfltfJ, and Tweedle- 
Deei 


* On Mrs . T — s. 

S O bright is thy Beauty, To charming thy 
Song, 

As had drawn both the Bealls and their 
Orpins along : > , ; • y 

But 
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But fuch is thy Av'rice, and fuch is thy Pride, 
That the Bealls muft have llarv’d, and the 
Poet have dy’d. 

« •* k 

■4 

* Two or Three *, or a Receipt to 
make a Cuckold. 

T W O or three Vifits, and two or three 
Bows, 

Two or three civil Things, two or 
three Vows, 

Two or three Kilfes, with two or three Sighs, 
Two or three Jefus ' s and Let -me- die's. 

Two or three Squeezes, and two or three 
Towzes, f 

{With two or three thoufand Pound loft at V 
their Houfes) , | 

Can never fail Cuckolding two or three I 
Spoufes. ** 

* On a Lady who P-ft at the Tra* 
gedy of Cato *, occafioned hy an 
Epigram on a Lady who wept 
at it. 

W HILE maudlin Whigs deplor’d their 
Cato's Fate, 

Still with dry Eyes the Tory Celia fate j 
But while her Pride forbids her Tears to flow. 
The gufhing Waters find a Vent below j 

•Tho’ 
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Tho’ fecret, yet with copious Grief flie mourns, 
Like twenty River-Gods with all their Urns. 
Let others lcrew their Hypocritick Face, 

She fhewsher Grief in a fincerer Place ; 
There Nature reigns, -and Pafiion void of Art, 
Bor that Road leads direftly to the Heart. 


* Epigram , in a Maid of Honour's 
Prayer-Book. 

W HEN IfraeV s Daughters mourn'd 
their paft Offences, 

They dealt in Sackcloth , and turn’d 
Cynder -Wenches j 

But Richmond's Fair-ones never fpoil their 
Locks y 

They ufe white Powder, and. wear Holland 
Smocks. 

O comely Church ! where Females find clean 
Lumen 

As decent to repent in, as to fm in. 


N 
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1 36 The Balance of Europe. 

1 

1 & 

Epigram. 

» 

A S Thomas was cudgell'd one Day by his 
Wife, 

He took to the Street, and fled for his 
Life; 

T01 n's three deareft Friends came by in die 
Squabble,. • • 

And fav’d him at once from the Shrew and 
the Rabble j 

Then ventur'd to give him fome fober Ad- 
vice — 

But, Tom is a Perfon of Honour fo nice. 

Too wife to take Council, too proud to take 
Warning, 

That he fent to all three a Challenge .next 
Morning : 

Three Duels he fought, thrice ventur’d his 
. Life j 

Went Home, and was cudgell’d again by his 
.Wife. 1 



* The Balance of Europe. 


. .. . . , ,~ s j 

N OW Europe's balanc’d, neither Side 
prevails, * 

For nothing’s left in either of the 
Scales. 

* A Pane- 

'*■ 
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* A Panegyrical Epiftle to Mr. 
Thomas Snow, Goldftnith , near 
Temple- Bar •, Occafioned by his 
Buying and Selling the Third 
' South-Sea Subfcriptions , taken 
in by the Diredors at a Thou* 
fand per Cent. 

D lfdain not, Snow, my humble Verle to 
bear . 

Stick thy black Pen a while behind thy 
Ear. 

Whether thy Compter (hine with Sums untold. 
And thy wide-grafping Hand grows black 
vtfth Gold j 

Whether thy Mien ere&, and fable Locks, 

In Crowds of Brokers over-awe the Stocks : 
Sulpend the worldly Bus’nefs of the Day, 

And to enrich thy Mind attend my Lay : 

O thou, whofe penetrative Wifdom found 
The South-Sea Rocks and Shelves, where 
Thoufands drown’d ! 

When Credit funk, and Commerce gafping 
lay, ‘ 

Thou ftood’ft ; No Bill was fent unpaid a- 
way ! 

v * N a When 
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138 tfi file to Mr. Thomas Snow. 

When not a Guinea chink’d on * Martin's 
Boards,. , j. y « _.■> 

And * At-will's felf was drain'd of all his 
Hoards, • * t > " ^ ' 

Thou ftood’ft •. (an Indian King in Size and 


\ Hue) 




Thy unexhaufted Shop was our Pervf ' 
Why did 'Change-Alky waftc thy precious 
Hours * ■ , ' 

Among the Fools, who gap’d for Golden 
Show’rs ? 

Ho Wonder if we find fome Poets there. 

Who live on Fanqy, and can fe^^Air 5 
No Wonder, they were caught by South- Seif 
Schemes, * * & 


Who ne'er enjoy’d a Guinea, b^m Dreariis; 
No Wonder, they their Tl^^^dcriptidhs 


fold , ••• • !' i'-ii ^ ‘ -.^jv 

For Minions of imaginary 
No Wonder, that their Fande^ 



Strange Reafons, that a T 

fame, ..... * • ; ;■ ^ t 

Though chang’d throt 

and in Name. y 
But You, whofe Judgment fcorris 
Flights, 

With Contra&s furnilh Boys for Paper Kites. 
Let Vulture H—ns ftretch his rufty Throat, 

Who ruins Thoufandsfor a {ingle Great. 

_ 

** Names of eminent Goldlmiths. " 

A,, -» I knew 

:m /* 


\ 
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* 

I know thou fcorn'ft his mean, his fordid 
Mind j 

Nor with Ideal Debts would’ft plague Man- 
kind. 

Madmen alone their empty Dreams purfue. 
And (till believe the fleeting Vifion true# 

They fell the Treafures, which their Slum- 
bers get ; 

Then wake, and fancy all the World in Debt. 
IF to inftruft thee all my Reafons fail, 

Y et be diverted by this Moral T ale. 

Thro’ fam’d Moor-Fields extends a fpacious 
Seat, 

Where Mortals of exalted Wit retreat ; 

Where wrap’d in Contemplation, and in 
Straw, 

The wifer Few from the mad World with- 
draw. v • 

There in full Opulence a Banker dwelt. 

Who all the Joys and Pangs of Riches felt; : 
His Side-board glitter’d with imagin'd Plate $ 
And his proud Fancy held a vaft Eftate. 

As on a Time he paft the vacant Hours 
In railing Piles of Straw, and twifted Bowersj 
A Poet enter’d of the neighbouring Cell, . * 
And with fix’d Eye obferv’d the Structure 
well : 

A fharpen’d Skew’r crofs his bare Shoulder* 
bound 

A tatter’d Rug, which dragg’d upon the 
Ground. . 

N , The 
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140 • The South-Sea. 

The Banker cry’d, <c Behold my Caftle- 
•Walls, - 

“ My Statues, Gardens, Fountains, and Ca- 
/ nals j 

' ** With Land of twenty Acres round ! 

** AH thefe I fell thee for ten thoufand Pound. 
Thq^Bard with Wonder the cheap purchafe 
faw ; 

So fign’d the Contrail, as ordains the Law. 
The Banker's Brain was cool’d $ the Mill 
grew clear j 

The vihonary Scene was loft in Air. 

He now the vanilh’d Profpeft underftood j 
And fear’d the fancy’d Bargain was not good 
Y et loth the Sum intire fhould be deftroy’d $ 

“ Give me a Penny, and thy Contrail's void. 
The ftartled Bard with Eye indignant, 
frown’d. 

(( Shall I, ye Gods, (he cries) my Debts, 
compound ! 

So faying, from his Rug the Skew'r he takes. 
And on the Stick ten equal Notches makes : 
With juft Relentment flings it on the Ground;. 
“ There, take my Tally of ten thoulancL 
Pound. 


The South-Sea. 1721. 

Y E wife Philofophers explain, 

What Magick makes our Money rife, 
When dropt into the Southern Main : 
Or do thefe Juglers cheat our Eyes ? 

- [Put 
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Put in your Money fairly told ; 

Prejlo be gone — ’Tis here agen ; 

Ladies and Gentlemen, behold, 

Here’s ev'ry Piece as big as ten. 

Thus in a Bafon drop a Shilling, 

Then fill the Veflel to thq Brim ; 

You (hall obferve, as you are filling, 

The pond’rous Metal feems to fwim 5 

It rifes both in Bulk and Height j 
Behold it fwelling like a Sop ! 

The liquid Medium cheats your Sight j 
Behold it mounted to the Top! 

In Stock three hundred thoufand Pound j 
I have in View a Lord’s Eftate ; 

My Manors all contiguous round $ 

A Coach and Sfx, and ferv’d in Plate, 

Thus the deludecUBankrupt raves \ 

Puts ajl upon a defperate Bett j 

Then plunges in the Southern Waves, 

Dipt over Head and Ears---in Debt. 

So, by a Calenture mifled, 

The Mariner with Rapture fees. 

On the frnjftoth Ocean’s azure Bed 
Enamelcl Fields, and verdant Tree? ; 

With eager Hafte he longs to rove 
In that Fantaftick Scene, and thinks 

It muft be fome enchanted Grove j 
And in he leaps, and down he links. 


Two 
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Two hundred Chariots, juft befpoke. 

Are funk in thefe devouring Waves ; 

The Horfes drown’d, the Harnefs broke 5 
And here the Owners find their Graves.. 

* j K • .'* ' f ' 

Like Pharaoh , by Directors led 

They with their Spoils went fafe before ; 

His Chariots, tumbling out the Dead,, 

Lay Ihatter’d on the Red- Sea Shore. 

Rais’*! up on Hope's afpiring Plumes, 

The young Advent’rer o’er the Deep 

An Eagle’s Flight and State affumes, 

And fcorns the middle Way to keep i 

. » 

On Paper Wings he takes his Flight, \ 

With Wax the Father bound themfaft j 

The Wax is melted by the Height, 

And down the tow’ring Boy is caft. 

pfis Wings are his Paternal Rent ; » 

He melts his Wax at ev’ry Flame ; 

His Credit funk, his Money fpent 5 
In Southern Seas he leases his Name . 

Inform us, You thatbeft can tell, < 

Why in your dang’rous Gulph profound, . 

Where Hundreds, and where Thoflfands fell* . 
Fools chiefly float, the Wife are drown’d ? 

So have I feen, from Severn's Brink 
A Flock of Geefe jump down together j. 

Swim where the Bird of Jove would fink, 

And fwimming never wet a Feather. 


M3 


The South- Sea. 

One Fool may from another win, 

And then get off with Money flor’d j 

But if a Sharper once comes in. 

He’ throws at all, and fweeps the Board. 

As Fiflies on each other prey, 

The Greatones fwallowing up the Small 

So fares it in the Southern-Sea } 

The Whale Directors eat up all. 

When Stock 1 s high, they come between. 
Making by fecond-hand their Offers j 

Then cunningly retire unfeen, 

With each a Million in his Coffers. 

So when upon a Moon-fhine Night 
An Afs was drinking at a Stream, • ' , 

A Cloud &rofe, and flopt the Light 
By intercepting ev’ry Beam s 

te The Day of Judgment will be foon. 

Cries out a Sage among the Crowd $ 

“ An Afs hath fwallow’d up the Moon, 

The Moon lay fafe behind the Cloud. 

Each poor Subfcriber to the Sea 

Sinks down at once, and there he lies ; 

Directors fall as well as they ; 

Their Fall is but a Trick to life : 

So Fiflies riling from the Main 

Can foar with moiften’d Wings on high ; 

The Moifture dry’d, they fink again. 

And dip their Fins again to fly. 

Undone 


Vi* 


J44- South-Sea, 

. ' .V ' | 

Undone at Play, the Female Troops 

Come here their Lofles to retrieve ; p 

Ride o’er the Waves in fpacious Hopes, 

Like Lapland Witches in a Sieve : 

Thus Venus to the Sea defcends. 

As Poets feign j but where’s the Moral ? 

It (hews the Queen of Love intends 

To fearch the- Deep for Pearl and Coral, 

. 

A Shilling in the Bath you fling, 

The Silver takes a nobler Hue * 

By Magick Vertue in the Spring, 

And leems a Guinea to your View | * 

■ | 

But as a Guinea will not pafs 
At Market for a Farthing more. 

Shewn thro’ a multiplying Glafs, 

Than what it always did before ; 

So caft it in the Southern-Seas , 

And view it thro' a Jobber's Bill 5 ; 

Put on what Spe&acles you pleafe. 

Your Guinea’s but a Guinea fttl'I. 

#* 

One Night a Fool into a Brook 

Thus from a Hillock looking down, 

The Golden Stars for Guineas took. 

And Silver Cynthia for a Crown." 

The Point he could no longer doubt j 
He ran, he leapt into a Flood ; 

There iprawl’d a While, and fcarce got out, 
AH cover’d o’er with Slime and Mud. 

^ Upon 
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Upon the Water caft thy Bread, 

And after many Days thou’lt find it j 
But Gold upon this Ocean fpread 

Shall fink, and leave no Mark behind it, 

r 

There is a Gulph, where Thoufands fell j 
Here all the bold Adventurers came ; 

A narrow Sound, tho’ deep as Hell j 
'Change- Alley is the dreadful Name. 

Nine Times a Day it ebbs and flows j 
Yet he that on the Surface lies 
"Without a Pilot feldom knows 
The Time it falls, or wKbn ’twill rife, 

* Nmv burfd in the Depth below. 

Now mounted, up to Heav'n agen , 

‘They reel and /tagger to and fro, 

At their Wits End, like drunken Men . 

Mean Time fecure on f Garr-way Cliffs 
A Savage Race, by Shipwrecks fed. 

Lie waiting for the founder'd Skiffs, 

And ftrip the Bodies of the Dead. 

While fome build Caftles in the Air, 
Directors build them in the Seas ; 
Subfcribers plainly fee 'em there; ^ 

For Fools will fee as wife Men pleafe. 


# Pfalm cvii. + Coffee-Houfe in ’Change* * 
Alley. 

* VI ?■ /v5*.V:'/r <f . .'♦o' . _ , >* , 1 

Thus 
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Tims oft by Mariners are fhewn k J 

(Unlei's the Men of Kent are Liars,) 

Earl Go Jivin' s Cattles overflown. 

And Palace-Roofs, and Steeple- Spires. 

# i ^ . • « 

Mark where the fly DircSlors creep ; * 

Nor to the Shore approach too nigh ; 

The Monfters neftle in the Deep * A 

T o feize you in your pafling by. 

Then like the Dogs of Nile be wife. 

Who taught by Inftinff how to fliurv 

The Crocodile, that lurking lies, 

Run as they drink, and drink and run. 

Antaeus could by Magick Charms 
Recover Strength, whene'er he fell $ 

Alcides held him in his Arms, 

And fent him up in Air to Hell . 

Directors thrown into the Sea 

Recover Strength and Vigour there ; 

But may be tam’d another Way, 

Sufpended for a While in Air, 

Oh ! may fome Wejiern T einpeft fweep 
Thefe Locujfs -whom our Fruits have fed, 

That Plague Directors, to the Deep, 

Driv’n from the South-Sea to the Red ! 

May He, whom Nature’s Laws obey, 

• Who lifts the Poor, and finks the Proud, 

Quiet the Raging of the Sea, 

And Still the Majnefs of the Crowd ! 
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But never fhall our I(le have Reft, 

Till thefe devouring Svoine run down, 
(The Devils leaving the PcJfeJ},) 

And headlong in the Waters drown. 

The Nation then too late will find, 
Computing all their Coft and Trouble, 
Directors Promifes but Wind, 

South-Sea at beft a mighty Bubble* 

Apparent rarl nantes in Gurgile vajlo, 
Arma viruni, tabulaque, & Troia gaza 
per undas . Virg. 


* A Ballad on Quadrille. 


I. ^ 

W HE N as Corruption hence did go. 
And left the Nation free 5 
When Ay laid Ay, and No faid No, 
Without a Place or Fee 5 
Then Satan , thinking Things went ill. 

Sent forth his Spirit call’d Qiiadnlle, 

Quadrille, Quadrille, See. 

n. 

Kings, Queens, and Knaves made up his 
Pack ; 

And four fair Suits he wore ; 

II is Troops they are with red and black 
All blotch’d and fpotted o’er j 

O 


And 
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And ev'ry Houfe, go where you will. 

Is haunted by the Imp Quadrille, &c. 

• * « 

III. < , f •• t 

Sure Cards he has for ev'ry Thing, 

Which well Court-Cards they name 3 
And Statefmen like, calls in the King, 

To help out a bad Game ; • 

But if the Parties manage ill, 

The King is forc'd to lole Codille, Sec. 

* t 

x • V \ w 

IV. . 

When two and two were met of old,, 

Tho' they ne’er meant to marry, 

They were in Cupid' s Books enroll’d. 

And call’d a Party Quarree j/ , ,, ' 

But now meet when and where you will, 

A Party Quarree is Quadrille, &«. 

V • $r 

& v * . > 

The Commoner, and Knight, the Peer, 
Men of all Ranks and Fame, 

Lieave to their Wives the only Care >• 

To propagate their Name j 
And well that Duty they fulfil, , d* 

. When the good Ifufband’s at Quadrille, Sec. 

* * iiji r~ .* * • 

Vl.f , 

When Patients lie in piteous Cafe, 

Iri coined the Apothecary ; .... .. y. 

And to the Doftor cries, Alas ! 

Non deles Styadrillare : 

The Patient dies without a Pill ; 

For why ? the Doctor’s at Qiiadrille, Sec. 

VII, Should 



I 


A Ballad on Quadrille. 
VII. 



Should Trance and Spain again grow loud* 
The Mufcowite grow louder $ 

Britain to curb her Neighbours proud, 
Wou’d want both Ball and Powder ; 
Mult want both Sword and Gun to kill ; ; 
For why, the Gen’ral’s at Quadrille, See. 


, . VIII. 

The King of late drew forth his Sword, 4 
(Thank God ’twas not in Wrath) 

And made of many a Squire and Lord 
An unwalh’d Knight of Bath $ 

What are their Feats of Arms and Skill ? 
They’re but nine Parties at Quadrille, See. 


IX. 

A Party late at Camhray met, 

Which drew all Europe's F.yes ; 

’Twas call’d in Poji-Boy and Gazette 
The Quadruple Allies $ 

But Somebody took Something ill, 

So broke this Party at Quadrille , Sec. 

< * 

X. 

And now, God fave this noble Realm, 

And God fave eke Hav.cmer $ 

And God fave thofe, who held the Helm, 
When as the King goes over ; 

But let the King go where he will. 

His Subje&s muft play at Quadrille , 

Quadrille , Quadrille , &c. 

O 2 * Mcjlly 


1 
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* Molly Mogg : Or* the Fair 
Maid of the Inn . ■ , . 

S AYS my Uncle, I pray you difcover. 
What hath been the Caufe of your Woes, 
Why you pine, and you whine, like a 

Lover ? ' ’ . yi 

I have feen Molly Mogg of the Rofe. 

*■ » 

O Hephew \ your Grief is but Folly, 

In Town you may find better Prog 
Half a Crown there will get you a Molly 7 
A Molly much better than Mogg. 

* ** • —* ■* 

I know, that by Wits ’tis recited,;. . • 

That Women at beft are a Clpg s 
But I'm not fo eafily frighted i ' 

From loving of lvveet Molly Mogg • 

V- * w 

The School-Boy’s Defire is a Play-Day*. 

The Schopl-Mafter’s Joy is to flog j 
The Milk-Maid’s Delight is on May-Day 5 
But mine is'on fweet Molly Mogg* 

‘ • ‘ , - » A m 

Will-a-wolfp leads the Traveller a gadding 
Thro’ Ditch, and thro’ Quagmire and Bog j 
But no Light can fet me a madding. 

Like the Eyes of my fweet Molly Mogg . 

- • . - , ... . < 

For Guineas in other Mens Breeches 

Your Gamefters will palm and will cog j 
But I envy them none of their Riches, 

So I may win fweet Molly Mogg. 

The 
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The Heart, when half wounded, is changing ; 
It here and there leaps like a Frog ; 

But my Heart can never be ranging, 

’Tis fo fix’d upon fweet Molly Mogg. 

Who follows all Ladies of Pleafure, 

„Jn Pleafure is thought but a Hog ; 

All the Sex cannot give fo good Meafure 
Of Joys, as my fweet Molly Mogg . 

■ 

I feel I’m in Love to Diftra&ion, 

Ivly Senfes all loft in a Fog : > , 

And nothing can give Satisfaction, 

But thinking of fweet Molly Mogg . 

A Letter when I an? inditing, 

Comes Cupid and gives me a Jog, 

And I fill all the Paper with writing 
Of nothing but fweet Molly Mogg. 

If I would not give up the three Graces , 

I wilh I werehang’d like a Dog, 

And at Court all the Drawing-Room Faces, 
For a Glance of my fweet Molly Mogg . 

Thofe Faces want Nature and Spirit, 

And feem as cut out of a Log j 

Juno , VcnuSy and Pallas ' s Merit 
Unite in my fweet Molly Mogg. 

Thofe whotoaft all the Family Royal, 

In Bumpers of Hogan and Ncg~y 

Have Hearts not more true or more loyal. 
Than mine to my fweet Molly Mogg. 

O 3 Were 
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Were Virgil alive with his Phyllis , 

And writing another Eclogue ; 

Both his Phyllis and fair Amaryllis 
He'd give up for fweet Molly Mogg. 

When fhe fmiles on each Gueft, like her Li" 
Then Jealoufy fets me agog ; [qu<5r> 

To be fure file’s a Bit for the Vicar , 

And fo I fhall lofe Molly Mogg . 


* A new Song of new Similies: 

t 

M Y Patfion is as Muftard flrong ; 

I fit all fobcr fad. 

Drunk as a Piper all Day long, 

* Or like a March Hare mad. 


Round as a Hoop the Bumpers flow j 
I drink, yet can’t forget her ; 

For tho’ as drunk as David's Sow, 

I love her ftill the better. 


Pert as a Pear-monger I’d be, 
If Molly were but kind ; 
Cool as a Cucumber could fee 
The reft of Womankind. 


Like a ftuck Pig I gaping ftare. 

And eye her o’er and o’er $ 

Lean as a Rake with Sighs and Care, 
Sleek as a Moufe before. 

‘ * 1 

V , 

< ' ■ . 


-«r 


Plump 
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Plump as a Partridge was I known. 

And foft as Silk my Skin, 

My Cheeks as fat as Butter grown j 
But as a Groat now thin ! 

I, melancholy as a Cat, 

Am kept awake to weep ; 

But {he, infenfible of that, 

Sound as a Top can fleep. 

Hard is her Heart as Flint or Stone ; 

She laughs to fee me pale ; 

And merry as a Grig is grown. 

And brilk as Bottled Ale. 

The God of Love, at her Approach, 

Is bufy as a Bee ; 

Hearts found as any Bell or Roach 
Are fmit, and figh like me. 

Ay me, as thick as Hops or Hail, 

The fiiie Men crowd about her ; 

But foon as dead as a Door-Nail 
Shall I be, if without her. 

Strait as my Leg her Shape appears ; 

O were we join’d together ! 

My Heart wou’d be fcot-free from Cares, 
And lighter than a Feather. 

As fine as five-pence is her Mren, 

No Drum was ever tighter ; 

Her Glance is as the Razor keen, 

And not the Sun is brighter. 

s . » » % * ' t «***'»»•*« *- • 

As 

4 ' , 
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As foft as Pap her Kiflcs are, 

Mcthinks I tafte them yet ; 

Brown as a Berry is her Hair, 

Her Eyes as black as Jet. 

As fmooth as Glafs, as white as Curds 
Her pretty Hand invites ; 

Sharp as a Needle are her Words $ 

Her Wit like Pepper bites. 

Brilk as a Body-Loufe (lie trips, 

Clean as a Penny dreft ; 

Sweet as a Rofe her Breath and Lips, 
Round as the Globe her Breaft. 

Full as an Egg was I with Glee, 

And happy as a King ; 

Good Lord ! how all Men envy’d me! 
She lov'd like any Thing. 

But falfe as Hell, She like the Wind 
Chang’d, as her Sex mu ft do ; 

Tho’ feeming as the Turtle kind. 

And like the Gofpel true. 

• *- • 

If I and Molly cou’d agree, 

Let who wou’d take Peru / 

Great as an Errfp’ror fhould I be. 

And richer than a Jew. 

Till you grow tender as a Chick, 

I’m dull as any Poft j 
Let us like Burs together (tick, 

And warm as any Toaft. 


NewgateV GARLAND. 

You’ll know me truer than a Dye, 

And wi(h me better fped j 
Flat as a Flounder when I lie. 

And as a Herring dead. , - 

Sure as a Gun, (he’ll drop a Tear, 

And iigh perhaps, and wifh, , 

When I am rotten as a Pear, 

And mute as any Fi(h. ' 


* Newgate’i Garland : Being a 
new - Ballad^ Jhewing hozv Mr. 
Jonathan Wild’^ Throat was cut 
from Ear to Ear with a Penknife 
by Mr. Blake, alias Bluefkin, the 
bold Highwayman, as he flood at 
his Trial in the Old Baily, 1725, 

’ , .4 , 

‘To the Tune of the Cut-purfe. 

I. 'i 

Y E Gallants of Newgate, whofe Fingers 
are nice 

In diving in Pockets, or cogging of Dice ; 
Ye Sharpers fo rich, who can buy off the Noofe ; 
Ye honeller poor Rogues, who die in you? 
* Shoes: - - ' , 9 

Attend 
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Attend and draw near, 

Good News ye (hall hear. 

How Jonathan's Throat was cut from Ear 
to Ear* 

How Bluejkin ' s (harp Penknife hath let you at 
Eafe, 

And every Man round me may rob, if he 
pleafe* 

ir. 

When to the Old-Baily this Bluejkin was led. 
He held up his Hand, his Indi&ment was read. 
Loud rattl’d his Chains, near him Jonathan 
(food ; 

Tor full Forty Pounds was the Price of hi* 
Blood. 

Then hopelefs of Life, 

He drew his Penknife, 

And made a lad Widow of Jonathan's Wife. 
But Forty Pounds paid her, her Grief (hall ap- 
peafe ; 

And every Man round me may rob, if he pleafe. 

III. 

Some fay, there are Courtiers of higheft Re- 
nown, 

Who (leal the King’s Gold, and leave him but 
a Cro ivn ; 

Some fay there are Peers, and fome Parliament 
Men, 

Who meet once a Year to rob Courtiers agen : 

toil r,. Let 


Newgate’* GARLAND. 15^ 

Let them all take their Swing 
To pillage the King, 

And get a Blue Ribbon inftead of a String. 
Now Bluefkins ffiarp Penknife hath let you at 
Eafe, 

And every Man round me may rob, ifhepleafe. 

IV. 

Knaves of old, to hide Guilt by their cunning 
Inventions, 

Call’d Briberies Grants, and plain Robberies 
Penlions j 

Phyficians and Lawyers (who take their De- 
'grees, 

To be Learned Rogues call’d their Pilfering 
Fees ; 

Since this happy Day, 

Now ev’ry Man may 

Rob (as fafe as in Office) upon the High- 
way. 

For Bluejkin ' s (harp Penknife hath fet you at 
Eafe, 

And ev’ry Man round me may rob, ifhepleafe. 

V. 

Some cheat in the Cuftoms, fome rob the Ex- 
- cife ’ 

Rut he who robs both is efteemed moft wife. 
Church- Wardens, too prudent to hazard the 
Halter, 

As yet only venture to fteal from the Altar 

' But 
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But now to get Gold 
They may be more bold. 

And rob on the Highway, fince Jonathan's 
told. 

For Blucjkins (harp Penknife hath fet you at 
, , . ; . Eafe, . 

And ev’ry Man round me may rob, if he pleafe. 


Some by pubhek Revenues, whiclupafs’d thro' 
their Hands, 

Have purchas’d clean Houles, and bought dir* 

- ty Lands, 

Some to fteai from a Charity think it no Sin, 

Which at Home (fays the Proverb) does al- 
ways begin j 
But, if ever you be 
Allign’d a Truftee, 

Treatnot Orphans like Mafters of the Chan- 
cery, 

But take the Highway, and more honeftly 
feize ; 

. For ev’ry Man round me may rob, if he pleafe. 

vn. ' 

- What a Pother has here been with Wood and 

. his Brafs, 

Who would modeilly make a fewHalf- pennies 
• * pals ! 

The Patent is good, and the Precedent’s old, 

For Diomede dunged his Copper for Gold : 

- • - But, 
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But, if Ireland defpife 
The new Half-pennies, 

With more Safety to rob on the Road I ad- 
vife. 

For Bluejkiri ' s fharp Penknife hath fet thee at 
Eafe j 

Andev’ry Man round me may rob, if he pleafe. 

• • 4 


Prometheus. On Wood the Pa - ; e . 
tentee 9 s Irifli Half-Pence. 

W HEN firft the ’Squire and Tinker, , 
Wood, 

Gravely confulting Ireland ’s Good, 
Together mingled in a Mafs 
Smith’s Duft, and Copper, Lead, and Brafs } 
The Mixture thus by Chymick Art 
United clofe in every Part, ' 

In Fillets roll’d, or cut in Pieces, 

Appear’d like one continu’d Species ; 

And by the forming Engine ftruck. 

On all the fame ImpreiTion ftuck. 

So to confound this hated Coin , 

All Parties and Religions join j 
Whigs , 'Tories , Trimmers , Hanoverians, 

Quakers, Conformijls, Prejlyterians , 

Scotch , Irijh, Englijh , French unite. 

With equal Int'rejl , equal Spight ; 

P Togelhe r 
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Together mingled in a Lump, , 1 

Do all in One Opinion jump? ■'£ - 
And ev’ry one begins tofindf i' 

The fame Impreffion on his Mind. 

A strange Event ! whom Gold ipejtsa 
To Blood and Quarrels, 

So Goldfmiths fay, the coarfeft Stuff 
Will ferve for Sodder well enough : 

'"So, by the Kettle's loud Alarm 
The Bees are gather’d to a Svuamt ? "*“ “ 

So, by the brazen Trumpet’s Blufter 
Troops of all Tongues and ’ 

And lb the Harp of Ireland 

Whole Crowds about its brazen Strings, 

'■ ■' 

r*- II. ■ t J 



There is a Chain let down 
But fatten’d to his Throne above ; 

So ftrong, that from the low^^4i'^' 4 f ’ - 
They fay, all human TKings’S^na ? ? ’ v> 
This Chain, as ancient Poets f [ 
When Jove was young, whs foiife&Pi&ddi 
Prometheus once this Chain purloin'd, . 
Diffolv’d, and into Money corn'd’; 

Then whips me on a Chain of Brafs, 

( Venus was brib’d to let it pals.) . ' ’ 

Now while this brazen Chain prevail’d, 
Jove faw, that all Devotion faiVd j " 

No Temple to his Godfhip rat&’d ; 1 ' ■’ 

No Sacrifice on Altars blaz’d $ - 
In Ihort, fuch dire Confufion follow’d, 
Earth mutt have been in ChaovfWStlow’d : •' 


fr — • - *> v ; • *7 < ; u: ~r p T^f * & ifT'U - 
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ftood amaz’d, but looking round. 

With much ado the Cheat he found j 
’T was plain he cou’d no longer hold 
.The World in any Chain but Gold $ 

And to the God of Wealth, his Brother, 

S«nt Mercury to get another.- 

III. 

Prometheus on a Rock is laid, 

Ty’d with the Chain himfelf had made, 

On Icy Caucafus to (hiver, 

•\Vhile Vultures eat his growing Liver. 

Ye Pow’rs of Grubjireet make me able 
Difcreetly to apply this Fable. - 0 
Say, who is to be underftood 
By that old Thief Prometheus : WOOD, 

For Jove, it is not hard to guefs him ; 

I mean his M , God bl'efs him . 

This Thief and Blackfmith was lo bold. 

He ftroveto fteal that Chain of Gold,- 
Which links the Subjeft to the King, ' 

And change it for a brazen String. 

B»ut fure, if nothing elfe mult pafs . 

Between the King and us, but Brafs, 

Altho’ the Chain will never crack , — 

Yet our Devotion may grow flack. 

But Jove will loon convert, I hope. 

This brazen Chain into a Rope ; 

With which Prometheus {hall be ty’d, 

And high in Air for ever ride ; 

Where if we find his Liver grows, 

Tor want of Vultures we have Crows. 

A _.; Pa * Strephon 
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* Strephon and Flavia. 

W ITH ev’ry Lady in the Land 
Soft Strephon kept a Pother, 

One Year he languifh’d for one Handj 
And next Year for the other. 

Yet when his Love the Shepherd told 
T o tiavia fair and coy, 

Referv’d, demure, than Snow more cold* 

She fcorn’d the gentle Boy. 

Late at a Ball he own’d his Pain : 

She blufli’d, and frown’d, and fwore^ 
With all the Marks of high Difdain, 

She’d never hear him more. 

The Swain perfifted ftill to pray. 

The Nymph ftill to deny ; 

At laft Are vow’d fhe wou’d not ftay 5 
He fwore ihe fliou’d not fly. 

Enrag’d, Ihe call'd her Footman ftrait. 

And rufti’d from out the Room, 

Drove to her Lodging, lock’d the Gate, 
And lay with Ralph at Home. > 
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T HIS Day, the Year I dare not tell, 
Apollo play’d the Midwife’s Part ; 
Into the World Corinna fell. 

And he endow’d herwftjh his Art, 

Bvt 
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But Cupid with a Satyr comes ; 

Both foftly to the Cradle creep ; 

Both ftroke her Hands, and rub her Gums, 
While the poor Child lay faft afleep. 

Then Cupid thus ; This little Maid 
Of Love (hall always fpeak and write. 

And I pronounce (the Satyr laid) ^ 

The World fhall feel her fcratch and bite* 
Her Talent Ihe dil'play’d betimes ; 

For in twice twelve revolving Moons 
She feem’d to laugh and fquawl in Rhimes, 
And all her Geftures were Lampoons. 

At fix Years old the fubrle Jade 
Stole to the Pantry-Door, and found 
The Butler with my Lady’s Maid j 

And you may fwear the Tale went round. 
She made a Song, how little Mifs 
Was kifs’d and fiobber’d by a Lad ; T 
And how, when Mailer went to p — , 

Mifs came and peep’d at all he had. 

At Twelve a Wit and a Coquette, 

Marries for Love, half Whore, half Wife 
Cuckolds, elopes, and runs in Debt ; 

Turns Autn’refs, and is Curll's for Life. 
Her Common-Place-Book all gallant is. 

Of Scandal now a Cornucopia ; 

She pours it out in an Ataiantis , 

Qr Memoir* of the Ne<w Utopia. 
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* The Quidnuncki’s : yf *£ale oe- 
cafionedhy the Death of the Duke 
Regent df France. ■ , ’ 

A ,..vf 

H OW rain are Mortal Man’s Endea- 
vours ! ' ‘ T* ' ' 

(Said, at * Dame Elleot's, Matter 
, : ,Tr—s) 

Good Orleans dead ! in Truth ’tis hard : 

Oh ! may all Statefmen die prepar'd! 

I do forefee (and for forefeeing f ' ■ 

He equals any Man in Being) ■-*" 

The Army ne’er can be dilbande 4 
-—I wifh the King were fafelyh 
Ah Friends ! great Changes threat the Land ! 
All France and England at a Stand ! 

There’s Mertfiweis— mark ! ftiange Work ! 
And there’s the Czar, and therc T s!nfe ‘Turk — 
The Pope— An. Indta-Merchititfby, 

Cut ttiort the Speech with this 


'L 


All at a Stand ? You fee 
Ah, Sir \ you never favv t! 


There dwell the Nations of ^uUnmckrs 


{So Monomotapa calls Monkies) 

On either Bank, from Bou£h toBtfugn, * 
They meet and chat, as we may now j 

. *■ -V V* 4 - ‘WftWr* *' J 


* Cotfec-Houfe near St, James’s. 
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Whifpers go round, they grin, they fhrug. 
They bow, they fnarl, they fcratch, they hug ; 
And, juft as Chance, or Whim provoke them. 
They either bite their Friends, or ftroke them , 
There have I feen Tome aiftive Prig, 

To fhew his Parts, beftride a Twig : 

Lord ! how the chatt’ring Tribe admire. 

Not that he’s wifer, but he’s higher ; 

All long to try the vent’rous Thing 
(For Pow’r is but to have one’s Swing.) 
From Side to Side he fprings, he fpurns, 

And bangs his Foes and Friends by Turns. 
Thus, as in giddy Freaks he bounces, 

Crack goes the Twig, and in he flounces t 
Down the fwift Stream the Wretch is born. 
Never, ah never to return ! 

Z ds ! What a Fall had our dear Bro- 

ther ! 

Morblue / cries one, and Damme , t’other. 
The Nation gives a gen’ral Screech ; 

None cocks his Tail, none claws his Breech 
Each tremhles for the publick Weal, 

And for a While forgets to fteal. 

A While, all Eyes intent and fteddy 
Purfue him, whirling down the Eddy. 

But, out of Mind, when out of View, 

’ Some other mounts the Twig a- new j 
And Bus'nefs, on each Monkey Shore, 

Bum the fame Track it went before. 


0 a 


[ 1 66 ] 




E;i 




i 


* Aytf/zi'No : A Fable. p.fc 

v i* ‘ -^i v <r > 'J|k 

I N Fable all Things hold Difcourfe ; 

Then Words , no doubt, muft talk of Courfe. 
Once on a Time, near Channel- Ro^w, 

Two hoftile Adverbs, y/y and $0$ 

Were halVning to the Field of Fight, j»>1$ 
And Front to Front ftood oppofitc. 

Before each Gen’ral join’d the Van, 

Ay , the more courteous Knight, began. 

Stop, peevifh Particle ! beware ! 

I’m told you are not ltich a Bear, 

But fometimesjtWc/, when offer'd fair. 

Suffer yon’ Folks a While to tattle j 
’Tis We who muft decide the Battle. 

Whene’er we war on yonder Stage 
With various Fate, and equal Rage# 

The Nation trembles at each Blow, 

That No gives Ay, and Ay gives No f 
Yet in ex pen five long Contention 
We gain no Office, Grant, or Penfion. 

Why then fhculd Kinfolks quarrel thus ? 

(For Ttuoof You make One of Us.) 

To fome wife Statelman Ictus go, 

Where each his prefer Vfe may know. 

He may admit two fuch Commanders, 

And make thofe wait, who ferv'd in Flanders , 
Let’s quarter on a Great Man’s Tongue, 

A Treafury Lord, not Mafter Y—*g. 
Obfcquious at his high Command, 

Ay ihall march forth to tax the Land. 

Impeach- 
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Impeachments No can beft refift. 

And Ay fuppprt the Civil Lift : . .. . 

Ay / quick as Cafar wins the Day 5 
Aid No; like Pahius, by Delay. 

Sometimes in mutual fly Difguife, 

Dot Ay's feem No's , and No's feem I's 3 
Ays be in Courts Denials meant. 

And No's in Bi&ops give Confent. 

Thu^ Ay propos’d— And, for Reply, 

No, for the toft Time, anfwer’d I. 

They parted with a thoufand Kifles, 

And fight e’er fince, for Pay, like Swiffes* 

• r" i. '• • •% * ’ •• * • 


,4 IS! 


Phyllis : Or r the Progrefs 0/Love 


D Efpondlng Phyllis was endu'd 
With ev’ry Talent of a Prude : 

She trembled when a Man drew near j 
Salute her, and fihe turn’d her Ear 5 - J 
If o’er againfthertyou were plac'd, . 

She durft not look above your Waift t 
She’d rather take you to her Bed, 

Than let you fee her drefs her Head : 

In Church you hear her, thro’ the Crowd* 
Repeat the Jbfoltrtmt loud ; ^ : r. 

In Churchy fecure behind her Fan, ' . , . 
She durft behold that MonfterJ Man t - 
There practis’d how to place her Head, 

And bit her Lips to make them red j 
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Or, on the Mat devoutly kneeling, 

Wou'd lift her Eyes up to the Cielrng, 

And heave her Boiom unaware, 

For neighb ring Beaux to fee it bare. 

At length, a lucky Lover cable, - 
And found Admittance to the Dame. 
Suppofe all Parties now agreed, 

The Writings drawn, the Lawyer fee^*' 
The Vicar and the Ring befpoke ; 

Guefs, how could fuch a Match be broke ? 
See then, what Mortals place their BHfs in! 
Next Morn betimes the Bride was miffing. 
The Mother (cream’d, the Father chid ; 
Where can this idle Wench " ~ < 

No News of Pbyl! The Bridegroom came. 
And thought his Bride had iculk’d for Shame 
Becaufe her Father us’d to fay, 

The Girl had fitch ahajhful Way.:' 

Now John the Butler mu ft be fait •' ' 

T o learn the Road, that Ply His went. 

The Groom, was wifh’d to laddie Crop 5 
For John muft neither light,, nor flop. 

But find her wherefoe’er (he fled. 

And bring her back Alive or Dead. 

See here again the Devil to do $ 7 "■ •• « 
For, truly, John was miffing too ^ 

The Horfc and Pillion both were gone! 
Phyllis , it feerns, was fled with John- 
Old Madam, Vho went up to find 
What Papers Ply l had left behind', 

A Letter on the Toilet fees, i 
To my much Honour'd Father — — Thefe. 
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(’Tis always done, Romances tell us, 

When Daughters run away with Fellows) 
Fill’d with the choiceft Common-Places, 

By others us’d in the like Cafes ! 

“ That long ago a Fortune-Teller 
“ Exa&Iy laid, what now befel her j 
“ And in a Glafs had made her fee 
“ A Serving- Man of low Degree : 

“ It was her Fate, mull be forgiven 5 
* e For Marriages vuere made in Heaven : 

** His Pardon begg’d j but, to be plain, 

“ She’d do'tif'twere to do again ; 

<c Thank’d God, ’twas neither Shame nor Sin, 
li For 'John was come of honcft Kin , 

Love never thinks of Rich and Poor ; 

* c She'd beg with John from Door to Door • 
Forgive her, if it be a Crime, 

“ She’ll never do’t another Time. 

She ne’er before in all her Life 
Once difobey’d him. Maid nor JVife . 

“ One Argument ihe. fumm’d up all in, 

<( "The Tfting was do tie, and paf recalling 3 
“ And therefore hop’d, flie ihould recover 
tc His Favour, when his Pajfion's over! 

“ She valu’d not what others thought her, 

“ And was — his tnojl Obedient Daughter . 

Fair Maidens all attend the Mufe, 

Who now the wand'ring Pair purities. 

Away they rode in homely fort, 

Their Journey long, their Money Ihort j 
The loving Couple well bemir’d j 
The Horle and both the Riders tir’d > 

Their 
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Their Vi&uals bad, their Lodging worfe } 
Phyl cry’d, and John began to curie ; 

Phyl wifti’d, that Ihe had ftrain'd a Limb, 
When firft flie ventur’d out with him $ 

John wilh’d, that he had broke a Leg, 

When firft for her he quitted Peg. 

But what Adventures more befel ’em, 

The Mufe hath now no Time to tell ’em ; 
How Johnny wheedled, threaten’d, fawn'd. 
Till Phyllis all her Trinkets pawn’d 
How oft Ihe broke her Marnage Vows, 

In Kindnefs to maintain her Spoufe; 

Till Swains unwholfome fpoil'd the Trade, 
For now the Surgeons muft be paid, 

To whom thofe Perquifites are gone. 

In Chriftian Juftice due to John. 

When Food and Raiment now grew force, 
Fate put a Period to the Farce, 

And with exaft Poetic Juftice ; 

For John is Landlord, Phyllis Hoftefs : • 
They keep, at Staines , the Old Blue- Boar, 
Are Cat and Dog, and Rogue and Whore. 

—————— —1 m 1 1. iii i • ■ i « 

The Progrefs of Poetry. 

, , ' < ' • . > /A , 

T H £ Farmer’s Goofe, who in the Stub- 
ble 

Has fed without Reftraint, or Trouble, 
Grown fat with Corn and fitting ft ill. 

Can fcarce get o’er the Barn-Door Sill : 


And 
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And hardly waddles forth to cool 
Her Belly in the neighboring Pool : 

Nor loudly cackles at the Door ; 

For Cackling fliewsthe Goofe is poor. 

But when Hie mull be turn’d to graze, 

And round the barren Common ftrays. 

Hard Exercife, and harder Fare, 

Soon make my Dame grow lank and fparc : 
Her Body light, Ihe tries her Wings, 

And fcorns the Ground, and upward fprings \ 
While all the Parilh, .as Ihe flies, 

Hear Sounds harmonious from the Skies. 

Such is the Poet, frefh in Pay 3 
(The third Nights Profits of his Play) 
His€VIorning-Draughts ’till Noon can fwill 
Among his Brethren of the Quill ; 

_ With good Roaft Beef his Belfy full. 

Grown, lazy, foggy, fat, and dull. 

Deep funk in Plenty, and Delight, 

What Poet e’er could take his Flight ? 

Or fluff 'd with Phlegm up to the Throat, 

4 What Poet e’er could fing a Note 5 
Nor Pegafus could bear the Load, 

Along the high celeftial Road j 

The Steed, opprefs’d, would break his Girth 

To raife the Lumber from the Earth. 

But, view him in another Scene j 
When all his Drink is Hippocrenr, 

His Money fpent, his Patrons fail, 

Kis Credit out for Clieefe and Ale 5 
His Two Years Coat lo 1'mocth and bare 
Through ev’ry Thread it lets in Air j 


With 
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With hungry Meals his Body pin’d* 

His Guts and Belly full of Wind ; 

And like a Jockey for a Race, 

His Flefli brought down to Flying- Cafe » 
Now his exalted Spirit loaths 
Incumbrances of Food and Cloaths : 

And up he rifes, like a Vapour, 
Supported high on Wings of Paper * 

He iinging flies, and flying fings, 

While from below all Grubjireet rings. . 

• * 


The Progrefs of Beauty.^ 

W HEN firft Diana leaves her Bed, 

Vapours and Steams her Looks dif* ' 
grace ; 

A frowzy dirty-colour’d Red : • 

Sits on her cloudy wrinkled Face : 

But by Degrees, when mounted high • 
Her artificial Face appears ‘ • 

Down from her Window in the Sky, 

Her Spots are gone, herVifage clears. _ 

’Twixt earthly Females and the Moon ** * 
All Parallels exactly fun : 

If Celia fliould appear too loon, 

Alas, the Nymph would be undone * 
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To fee her from her Pillow, rife. 

All reeking in a cloudy Steam, 

Crack’d Lips, foul Teeth, and gummy Eyes, 
Poor Strephon, how wou’d heblafpheme ! 

Three Colours, Black, and Red and White, 
So graceful in their proper Place, 

Remove them to a diff ’rent Light, 

They form a frightful hideous Face : 

For Inftance, when the Lilly fkips 
Into the Prccin&s of the Rofe, 

And takes Poflefiion of the Lips, 

Leaving the Purple to the Nole. 

So Celia went entire to Bed, 

All her Complexion fafeand found f 

But, when fhe rofe, White, Black, and Red, 
Tho 5 Hill in Sight, had chang’d their 
Ground. 

, 

The Black, which would not be confin’d, 

A more inferior Station feeks, <! 

Leaving the fiery Red behind. 

And mingles in her muddy Cheeks. 

But Celia can with Eafe reduce, 

By Help of Pencil, Paint, andBrulh, 

Each Colour to its Place and U-fe, 

And teach her Cheeks again to blufh. 

She knows her early felf no more ; $ 

But, .^fill’d with Admiration, hands ; 

As other Pointers oft adore 
The Workmanfhip of their own Hands. 

* Qja Thus, 
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Thus, after four ifh 
CY&r's the Wonder oi 
Say, which among the Hi 

Could caufe fuch marvi 

* - 

Venus, indulgent to her 
Gave Women all their 
When firft fhe taught them, 

White Lead ancl * Lujit 

Love with White Lead ci 
White Lead was ferit us to 
Two brighteft, brittleft, ea 
A Lady's Face,- and China 

,« •* \i * >?•;» .szt&L: 

She ventures now to lift the Safft j 

The Window is her proper & 

Ah lovely Nymph ! be not too : 

Nor let the Beaux approach too near 5 . 

' vt- ‘ . . p* ’ 

Take Pattern by your Sifter Star,j’ y^T 7 ^. 

Delude at once, arid briefs oOrSi|^tj 
When yoti arefeen, be feen from far * 

And chiefly chufe to (bine by Night* 

^ But Art no linger can prevaiL ' x / .^^ ?f .? . 
When the Materials all are gone $ 

The beft Mechanick Hand muft fail* 

’'Where nothing's left to work upon* 


ft" 


Portugal. 


Mafter, 
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Matter , as wife Logicians fay. 

Cannot without a Form fublift j 
And Form, fay I, as well as they, 

Muft fail, if Matter brings no Grift. 

And this is fair Diana's. Cafe ; 

For all Aftrologers maintain, 

Each Night a Bit drops off her Face, 

When Mortals fay ffie’s in her Wane 5 

/ 

While Partridge wifely ffiews the Caufe 
Efficient of the Moon’s Decay, 

That Cancer , with his pois’nous Claw?, 
Attacks her in the Milky Way : 

But Gadbury , in Art profound, '• 

From her pale Cheeks pretends to £bcw 
That Swain Endymion is not found, 

Or elfe that Mercury's her Foe. 

But let the Caufe be what it will. 

In half a Month ftie looks fo thin. 
That Flamflead can, with all his Skill, 
See but her Forehead and her Chin. 

1 . •* • *i» -*<*. V> i 1 v • 

Yet, as ffie waftes, (he grows difcrcet ; 
’Till Midnight never ihews her Head 
r So rotten Celia ftroles the Street, 

When fober Folks are all a-bed : 

For fure if this be Luna's, Fate, 

Poor Celia , but of mortal Face, 

In vain expels a longer Date 
To the Materials of her Face. 
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When Mercury her Treffes mows, . ** ■ '■ 
To think or Black-Lead CdrrtbS it tiim ; 
No Painting can reftore a Nofej?*' "."V'*** i 

Nor will her Teeth return again. . 

■ -Wr - V * 

Ye Pow’rs, who over Love prefide, J -' 

Since Mortal Beauties drop fo foon. 

If you, would have us well fupply’d. 

Send us New Nymphs with each New 
Moon. • ; * % 

■ ■ • * ' * *■*! • 

»i — mtmm wmmm .■ h .mi m .i ' 'j i ■ i ni' 

' ■ • ■* .* . 

Pethox the Great. • 

' . ; ? %***'■ ' ■- 

F R O M Venus bom, thy Beauty /hows ; 
But who thy Father, no Man knows. 
Nor can the fkilful Herald tracer 
The Founder of thy ancient Race ; . 

Whether thy Temper, full of Fire, * 
Difcovers Vulcan for thy Sire, • W ‘ * 
The God who made Scamander boil, 

And round the Margin fing’d his Soil j 
From whence Philosophers agree, . - 
An equal Pow’r defcends to thee. 

Whether from War’s ftern God you claim 
The high Defeent, from whence you came. 
And, as a Proof, fhewmim’rous Scars 
By fierce Encounters made in Wars; 
f Thofe honourable Wounds you bore 
From Head to Foot* and all before) 

Ah^ 


Digitized by Google 


I 


VI 


PETHOX the Great. 177, 

And ftill the bloody Field frequent, 

Familiar in each Leader’s Tent. 

Or whether, as the Le^rn’d contend, 

You from the neighb’ring Gaul defcend ; 

Or from Parthenope the proud. 

Where, numberlefs, thy Vot’ries crowd. 
Whether thy great Forefathers came 
From Realms, that bear Vejputio ' s Name j 
For fo Conje&ors would obtrude. 

And from thy painted Skin conclude. 
Whether, as Epicurus ihows, 

The World from juftling Seeds arofe. 

Which mingling with prolifick Strife 
In Chaos, kindled into Life j 
$0 your Produ6tion was the fame. 

And from contending Atoms came. 

Thy fair indulgent Mother crown’d 
Thy Head with fparkling Rubies round ; 
Beneath thy decent Steps, the Road 
Is all with precious Jewels ftrow’d. 

The * Bird of Pallas knows his Poll, 

Thee to attend, where-e’er thou go’ft. 

Byzantians boaft, that on the Clod, 

Where once thctir Sultan's Horfe hath trod. 
Grows neither Grafs, nor Shrub, nor Tree 5 
The fame thy Subjects boaft of thee. 

The greateft Lord, when you appear. 

Will deign your Livery to wear, 

• Bubo> the Owl. 

' j In 
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In all the various Colours feen, 

Of Reel, and Yellow, Blue, and Green. 

With half a Word, when you require, 
The Man of Bus’nefs muft retire. 

The haughty Minifter of State 
With Trembling muft thy Leifure wait ; 
And while his Fate is in thy Hands j 
The Bus’nefs of the Nation ftands. 

Thou dar’ft the greateft Prince attack, 
Can’ft hourly fethim on the Rack, 

And, as an Inftance of thy Pow’r, 

Jnclofe him in a wooden Tow’r, 

With pungent Pains on ev’ry Side 5 
So Regulus in Torments dy’d. 

From thee our Youth all Virtues learn, 
Dangers with Prudehce to difeern j 
And well thy Scholars are endu’d 
With Temp’rance, and with Fortitude; 
With Patience, which all Ills fupports. 
And Secrecy, the Art of Courts. 

The glitt’ring Beau could hardly tell, 
Without your Aid, to read or fpell ; 

But, having long convers’d with you. 
Knows how to write a Billet-doux. 

With what Delight, methiriks, I trace 
Your Blood in ev’ry Noble Race ! 

In whom thy Features, Shape, and Mien 
Are to the Life diftin6tly feen. 

The Britons , once a Savage Kind, 

By you were brighten’d and refin’d ; 
Dependents of the barb’rous Huns , 

Willi Limbs robuft, and Voice that ftuns 


•T 

a •’ 

. t 


1 

-V 

VI 






But 




ogle 


• o 


»-T n 


P £ T H O X the Great. 1 79 

But you have molded them a-frelh, 

Remov’d die tough fuperfluous Flefli, 

Taught them to modulate their Tongue?, 
And (peak without the help of Lungs. 

Proteus on you beftow’d the Boon 
To change your Vifage like the Moon, 

So fometimes half a Face produce, 

Keep t’other Half for private Ufe. 

How fam’d thy Conduit in the Fight 
\Vith * Hermes, Son of Pleias bright. 
Out-number’d, half encompafs’d round* 

You ltrove for ev’iy Inch of Ground i 
Then, by a Soldierly Retreat, 

Retir’d to your imperial Seat. 

The Viitor, when your Steps he trac’d. 
Found all the Realms before him wafte ; 

You, o’er the high triumphal Arch 
Pontifick, made your glorious March , 

The wond’rous Arch behind you fell. 

And left a Chafm profound as Hell : 

You, in your Capitol l’ecur’d, 

A Siege as long as Troy endur’d. 


1 

# Mercury. 


* A Gentle 
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* yf £*«//* Echo on Woman. 
In the Dorick Manner . 


Shepherd ; 

E C H O, I ween, will in the Woods reply, 
And quaintly anfwer Queftion : Shall I 
try ? Echo j Try, 

Shepherd ; 

What muft we do our Paffion to exprefs ? 

Echo j Prefs. 

Shepherd j 

How (hall I pleafe her, who ne'er lov’d be- 
fore ? - ' Echo j Before. 

Shepherd \ 

What mod moves Women > when we them 
addrefs ? Echo j A Drefs. 

' Shepherd j \v 

Say, what can keep her chafte, whom I adore ? 

Echo j A Door • 

Shepherd ; • : r '* 

If Mufick foftens Rocks, Love tunes my 
. Lyre. Echo j Lyar, 

Shepherd ; 

Then teach me, Echo, how fhall I come by 
her ? Echo ; Buy her. 

Shepherd ; 

When bought, no queftion, I (hall be her 
Hear. 7 v Echo ; Her Deer , 

Shepherd j 
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Shepherd 5 

But Peer .have Horns ; how mufti keep her 
under ? Echo j Keep her under. 

Shepherd 5 

How lhall I hold her ne’er to part afunder ? 

•* , Echo j A-~fe under* 

Shepherd j 

But what can glad me, when flic’s laid on 
Bier? - Echo j Beer. 

Shepherd ; 

What muft I do, when Woman will be kind ? 

Echo j Be kind. 

Shepherd ; 

What muft I do, when Women will be crofs ? 

Echo } Be crofs. 

Shepherd j 

Lord ! what is Ihe that can fo turn and wind ? 

Echo j Wind. 

Shepherd j 

If flie be wind, what Hills Her when flie blows? 

Echo 5 Flows. 

Shepherd ; 

But if fhebang again , ftill fliou’d I bang her? 

• Echo ; Bang her. 

Shepherd ; 

Is there no Way to moderate her Anger ? 

Echo ; Hang her . 

Shepherd ; 

Thanks, gentle Echo, right thy Anfwers tell. 
What Woinan is, and how to guard .her well. 

Echo j Guard her well. 

* Epilogue 


[ ]' 


> * 
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Epilogue to a Play fokjie Benefit 
of the Weavers in Ireland. 


/ 


TT7HO dares affirm this is no pious Age, 
yy . When Charity begins to tread the 
Stage ? ^ 

When A&ors, who at beft are hardly Savers, 
Will give a Night of Benefit to Weavers ? 
Stay, -—Let me fee, how finely Will it found ! 
Imprimis , from his Grace, a hundred Pound# 
Peers, Clergy, Gentry, all are Benefactors 5 
And then comes in the Item of tlie Aftors. 
Item , the ACtors freely give a Day, — 

The Poet had no more, who made the Play. 
But whence this wond’rous Charity in 
Play'rs ? 

They learnt it not at Sermons, ofr at Pray’rs. 
Under the Rofe, fince here are none but 

Friends, 


if I 

vv ^ ' 


(T o own the T ruth) we have Ibme private 

• Ends ; " ‘ ' *.*.*&*' '*T m * ** 

Since Waiting-women, like exa&ing Jades, 
Hold up the Prices of tlieir old Brocades s 
We’ll chefs in Manufactures made at home. 
Equip our King r anti Gen'rals at the Comb. 
We'll rig in Meath -Street JEgypt' s haughty 


i%ueen 


" . 


And Anthony (hall court her in Ratteen. 
In blue Shalloon (hall Hannibal be clad. 
And Scipio trail an Jrijh Purple Plad. 


In 
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Epilogue to a Play , &c. igj 

In Drugget dreft, of thirteen Pence a Yard, 
See Philip's Son amidft his Perfian Guard : 
And proud Roxana,, fir’d with jealous Rage, 
With fifty Yards of Crape fhall fwcep the 
Stage : 

* In fhort, our Kings and Princefles within 
Are all refolv’d the Projeft to begin 5 
And you, our Subje&s, when you here rc- 
fort, 

Muft imitate the Fafhions of the Court. 

Oh l cou’d I fee this Audience clad in Stuff 
Tho’ Money’s fcarce, we fhould have Trade 
enough : 

But Chints , Brocades , and Lace take all away. 
And fcarce a Crown is left to fee a Play. 
Perhaps you wonder whence this Friendfhip 
fprings 

Between the Weavers, and us Play- Houle 
v , Kings ; 

But Wit and Weaving had the fame Begin- 
ning : 

Pallas firft taught us Poetry and Spinning j 
And next obferve how this Alliance fits, 

For Weavers now are juft as poor as Wits ; 
Their Brother Quill-men, Workers for the 
Stage, 

For forry Stuff can gfet a Crown a Page $ 

But Weavers will be kinder to the Players , 
And fell for Twenty-pence a Yard ot theirs : 
And, to your Knowledge, there is often lei's 
in 

The Poet ' $ Wit ? than in the Player's Drefimg. 
‘ R Epitaph 


e i 

Epitaph on a Mifer. 

B ENEATH this verdant Hillock lies 
Demar , the Wealthy and the Wife. 
His Heirs, that he might fafely reft. 
Have put his Carcafs in a Chef : 

The very Chefi , in which, they fay. 

His other felj, his Money , lay. 

And if his Heirs continue kind 
To that dear Self he left behind, 

I dare believe, that Fodr in Five 
Will think his better Half alive. 


To Stella, who collected and 
tranferihed his Poems. 

t * * * * 

A S when a lofty Pile is rais’d. 

We never hear the Workmen prais’d. 
Who bring the Lime, or place the 
Stones i 

IJut all admire Inigo Jones : 

So if this Pile of fcatter’d Rhymes 
Shou’d be approv’d in After-times, 

If it both pleafes and endures, 

The Merit and the Praife are yours. 

Thou, Stella , wert no longer young. 
When firft for thee my Harp I ft rung. 

Without, 
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Without one Word of Cupid's Darts, 

Of kilting Eyes, or bleeding Hearty : 

With Friendfhip and Efteem pofleft, 

I ne’er admitted Love a Gueft. 

In all the Habitudes of Life, 

The Friend, the Miftrefs, and the Wife, 
Variety we Hill purlue, 

In Pleafure feek for fcmething new : 

Dr elfe, comparing with the reft, 

Take Comfort, that our own is beft j 
The beft we value by the worft ; . 

(As Tradefmen ftiew their Tralh atfirft :) 
But his Purfuits are at an End, 

Whom Stella chufes for a Friend. 

A Poet, ftarving in a Garret, 

Conning old Topicks like a Parrot, 

Invokes his Miftrefs and his Mufe, 

And ftays at Home for want of Shoes ; 

Shou’d but his Mufe defending drop 
A Slice of Bread and Mutton-Chop ; 

- Or kindly, when his Credit’s out, . 
Surprize him with a Pint of Stout ; 

Or patch his broken Stockings Soals, 

Or fend him in a Peck of Coals j 
Exalted in his mighty Mind 
He flies, and leaves the Stars behind j 
Counts all his Labours amply paid, r 

Adores her for the timely Aid. 

Or fhou’d a Porter make Enquiries 
F or Chloe , Sylvia , Phyllis , Iris , 

Be told the Lodging, Lane, and Sign, 

The Bow’rs that hold thole Nymphs divine ; 

R a Fair 


1 85 To STELLA. 

Fair Chloe would perhaps be found 
With Footmen tippling under Ground* 

The charming Sylvia beating Flax, 

Her Shoulders mark’d with bloody Tracks* 
Bright Phyllis mending ragged Smocks, 

And radiant b is in the Pox. 

Thefe are the Goddefles enroll’d 
In Curll ' s Collections, new and old, 

Whofe Scoundrel Fathers wou'd not know 
'em, 

If they fliould meet them in a Poem. 

True Poets can deprefs and raife. 

Are Lords of Infamy and Praife j 
They are not fcurrilous in Satire, 

Nor will in Panegyrick flatter. 

Unjuftly Poets we afpcrfe : 

Truth (bines the brighter clad in Verfe { 

And all the Fictions they purfue. 

Do but inflnuate what is true. 

Now fliould my Praifes owe their Truth 
To Beauty, Drefs, or Paint, or Youth, 
What Stoicks call without our Po<w'r, 

They could not be infur’d an Hour ; 

'Twere grafting on an annual Stock, 

That muft cur Expectation mock, 

And making one luxuriant Shoot, 

Die the next Year for want of Root : 

Before I cou’d my Verfes bring, 

Perhaps you’re quite another Thing. 

So Mavius, when he drain’d his Skull, 

To celebrate fome Suburb Trull j 

His 
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His Similies in Order fet, 

And ev’ry Crambo he cou’d get ; 

Had gone thro’ all the Common-Places 
Worn out by Wits, who rhyme on Faces ; 
Before he could his Poem clofe, 

The lovely Nymph had loft her Nofe. 

Your Virtues fafely I commend ; 

They on no Accidents depend ; 

Let Malice look with all her Eyes, * 

She dares not fay, the Poet lyes. 

Stella <y when you thefe Lines tranfcribe, 
Left you (hould take them for a Bribe, 
Refolv’d to mortify your Pride, 

I’ll here expofe your weaker Side. 

Your Spirits kindle to a Flame, 

Mov’d with the lighted touch of Blame ; 
And when a Friend in Kindnefs tries 
To (hew you where your Error lies, 
Conviflion does but more incenfe ; 
Perverfenefs is your whole Defence : 

Truth, Judgment, Wit, give Place to Spite, 
Regardlefs both of Wrong and Right. 

Your Virtues all fufpended wait, 

Till Time hath open’d Reafon’s Gate ; 
And what is worle, your Paflion bends 
Its Force againft your neareft Friends : 
Which Manners, Decency, and Pride, 
Have taught you from the World to hide. 

In vain : for fee, your Friend hath brought 
To publick Light your only Fault : 

And yet a Fault we often find 
Mix’d in a noble gen’rous Mind j 

R s 
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And may compare to J£tna\ Fire, >• cr 
Which, t ho’ with Trembling, .all admire; 
The Heat, tha.t makes the Summit glow. 
Enriching all the Vales below, y 
Thofe, who in warmer Climes complain 
From Phoebus' Rays they fufferPain, 

JVIuft own, that Pain is largely paid . 1 
By gen’rous Wines beneath the Shade. 

Yet when I find your Paflions rife. 

And Anger fparkling in your Eyes, . 

I grieve thole Spirits (hould be {pent. 

For nobler Ends by Nature meant. 

One Pafiion with a different Turn 
Makes Wit inflame, or Anger bum : 

So the Sun!s Heat, with different Pow'rs, 
Ripens the Grape, the Liquors fours. 

Thus Ajax, when with Rage poffeft. 

By P alias breath'd into his Breaft, » 1 

H is Valour wou’d no more employ. 

Which might alone have conquer’d 
But blinded by Refentment, feeks • ' 

For Vengeance on his Friends th e Greeks. 

Y ou think this T urbulence of Blood 
From ftagnating preferves the Flood t 
Which thus fermenting, by Degrees 
Exalts the Spirits, finks the Lees. 

. Stella, for once you reafon wrong 5 
For fliou'd this Ferment laft too long. 

By Time fubfiding, you may find 
Nothing but Acidleft behind, v-' 

From Paflion you may then be freed. 

When Peeviflujefs and Spleen fucceed. 
awi. u • Say 
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Say, Stella , when you copy next. 

Will you keep ftri&ly to the Text ? 

Dare you let thefe Reproaches ftand. 

And to your Failing fet your Hand £ 

Or if thefe Lines your Anger fire. 

Shall they in bafer Flames expire ? 

Whene’er they bum, if bum they mull, 
They’ll prove my Accufation juft. 


tfbe Journal of a Modern Lady.. 

I T was a moft unfriendly Part 

In Y ou, who ought to know my Heart 5 
So well acquainted with my Zeal 
For all the Female Common- weal. 

How cou’d it come into your Mind 
To pitch on me, of all Mankind, 

Againft the Sex to write a Satyr, 

And brand me for a Woman-Hater ? 

On me, who think them all fo fair. 

They rival Venus to a Hair ; 

Their Virtues never ceas’d to fing. 

Since firft.I learn’d to tune a String, 
Methinks I hear the Ladies cry. 

Will He his Ch 3 rafter bely ? 

Mu ft never our Misfortunes end ? 

And have we loft our only Friend ? 

Ah, lovely Nymphs, remove your Fears, 

No more let fall thofe precious Tears, 
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Sooner (Kail, SV. 

[ Here feveral Vgrjes - . > 

The Hqnnd be hunted by thiel^re* * 

Than Iturn Rebel to the Pair.' 

. ; » . *•■ V- , 

'T was you engag’d me firft ; / 

Then give the Subject out of Sgtftig. •? f 
The Journal of a Modern Dame, •: 

Is by my Promife what you claim j 
My Word is paft, I muft fubmit j 
And yet perhaps you may be bit; 

I but tranfcribe, for not a Line 
Of all the Satyr (hall be minet * >■ \f, r I 
Compelfd by you to tag in Rhimes c ' 

The common Slanders of the Timesj 
Of modern Times, the Guilt is yourd* 

And me my Innocence fecures. * •• 
Unwilling Mufe begin thy Lay, 

The Annals, of a Female Day i 
By Nature turn'd to play the Rake well, 
(As we fhall fliew you in the Sequel) 

The modern Dame is wak'dbyNoon, 

Some Authors fay not quite fo foon, 

Becaufe, tho' fore againft her Will* 

She fat all fright up at ^ uadriU , 1 

She ftretches, gapes, unglues her Eyes* 

And afks, if it be time to rife 5 - f 
Of Head-aeh, and the Spleen complains ; 
And then to cool her heateddBraifts, . 

Her Night-gown and her Slippers brought her. 
Takes a large Dram of Citron -Water. 

... t - • Then 
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Then to her Glafs } and “Betty, pray, 

“ Don’t! look frightfully To-day ? 

“ But, was it not confounded hard ? 

«< Well, if I ever touch a Card : 

“ Four Matt adores, and lo fo Co dill ! 
c< Depend upon’t, I never will. 

“ But run to Tom , and bid him fix 
“ The Ladies here To-night by Six.” 
Madam, the Goldfmith waits below ; 

He fays, his Bufinefs is to know. 

If you’ll redeem the Silver Cup, 

You pawn’d to him ?— .Firft (hew him up. 
Your Drefling Plate lie’ll be content 
To take for Intereft Cent, per Cent. 

And, Madam, there’s my Lady Spade 
Hath fent this Letter by her Maid. 

Well, I remember what flie won ; 

“ And hath fhe fent fo foon to dun ? 
i( Here, carry down thofe ten Piftoles, 
tf My Hufband left to pay for Coals : 

I thank my Stars, they are all light $ 
c< And I may have Revenge To-night,”. 
Now, loit’ring o’er her Tea and Cream, 

She enters on her ufual Theme ; 

Her laft Night’s ill Succefs repeats. 

Calls Lady Spade a hundred Cheats : 

She dipt Spadillo in her Bread, 

Then thought to turn it to a Jeft. 

There’s Mrs. Cut and fhe combine, , • 

And to each other give the Sign. 

Through ev'ry Game purfues her Tale, 

JLike Hunters o’er their Evening Ale. 

Now 
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Now to another Scene give Place : 

Enter the Folks with Silks and Lace : 

Frefli Matter for a World of Chat, 

Right Indian this, right Macklin that; 
Obferve this Pattern ; there’s a Stuff ; 

I can have Cuftomers enough. 

Dear Madam, you are grown fo hard ; 

This Lace is worth twelve Pounds a Yard; 
Madam, if there bp Truth in Man^ 

I never fold fo cheap a Fan. 

This Buiinefs of Importance o'er. 

And Madam almolt dreft by Four, * 

The Footman, in his ufual Phrale, 

Comes up with, Madam, Dinner flays ; 

She anfwers in her ufual Style, 

The Cook muft keep it back a while ; 

I never can have Time to drefs-, 

No Woman breathing takes up lefs $ 

I’m hurried fo, it makes me lick ; 

I wilh the Dinner at Old Nick. 

At T able now Ihe a£ls her Part, 

Has all the Dinner-Cant by Heart \ 

“ I thought we were to dine alone, ' : f- 
tc My Dear, for fure if I had known 
This Company would come To-day— « 
But really ’tis my Spouf^’s Way j 
“ He's fo unkind, he never fends d 

To tell. When he invites his Friends : 

“ I wi(h ye may but have enough.’* 

And while, with all this paultry Stuff, 

She fits tormenting ev’ry Gucll, 

Nor gives her Tongue one Moment’s Reflj 



« )0 8 1 S 


In 


t 


a Modern Lady. 

In Phrafes batter’d, ftale, and trite. 
Which modern Ladies call polite j ' 
You fee the Booby Hufband fit 
In Admiration at her Wit ! 

But let me now a while furvey 
Our Madam o’er her Ev’ning Tea • 
Surrounded with her noify Clans 
Of Prudes, Coquets, and Harridans : 
When frighted at the ClamVous Crew, 
Away the God of Silence flew. 

And fair Discretion left the Place ; 

And Modejly with blufhing Face. 

Now enters over-weening Pride t 
And Scandal ever-gaping wide, 
Hypocrify with Frown fevere. 

Scurrility with gibing Air $ 

Rude Laughter feeminglike to burft, 
And Malice always judging worft ; 

And Vanity with Pocket-Glafs, 

And Impudence with Front of Brafs ; 
And ftudied Affectation came, 

Eaqh Limb, and Feature out of Frame 
While Ignorance with Brain of Lead, ' 
Flew hov’ring o’er each Female Head. 

Why fhould I afk of thee, my Mufe, 
An hundred Tongues, as Poets ufe. 
When, to give ev‘ry Dame her Due, 
An Hundred Thoufand were too few ! 
Qx how fhould I, alas ! relate 
The Sym of all their Senfelef$ Prate, 
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Their Innuendo’s, Hints, and Slanders, 

Their Meanings lewd, and double ’Entendres! 
Now comes the general Scandal Charge j 
What fome invent, the reft enlarge 5 
And, Madam, if it be a Eye, 

“ You have the Tale as cheap as I i * / 

“ I muft conceal my Author’s Name, 

“ But now ’tis known to common Fame* 

Say, foolifh Females, old and blind. 

Say, by what fatal Turn of Mind 
Are you on Vices moft fevere, 

Wherein yourfelves have greateft Share? 

Thus every Fool herfelf deludes ; 

The Prudes condemn the abfent Prudes j 
Mopfa , who ftinks her Spoufe to Death, 
Accufes Cbloe's tainted Breath ; 

Hircina rank with Sweat, prefumes 
To cenfure Phyllis {ox Perfumes ; 

While crooked Cynthia fwearing fays. 

That Florimel wears Iron Stays j 
Cbloe's of every Coxcomb jealous. 

Admires how Girls can talk with Fellows, 

And full of Indignation frets. 

That Women fhould be fuch Coquets : 

Iris , for Scandal moft notorious, 

Cries, “ Lord, the World is fo cenforious ! 
And Rufa with her Combs of Lead, 

Whifpers, that Sappho's Hair is red : 

Aura, whofe Tongue you hear a Mile hence, 

T alks half a Day in Praife of Silence j 
And Sylvia, full of inward Guilt, 

Calls Amoret an arrant Jilt. 
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Now Voices over Voices rife, 

While each to be the loudeft vies : 

'if hey contradift, affirm, difpute ; 

No fingle Tongue one Moment mute j 
AH mad tofpeafc, and none to hearken. 
They let the very Lap-Dog barking ; 
Their Chattering makes a louder Din 
Than Filh- Wives o’er a Cup of Gin s 
Not School-boys at a Barring- out 
Rais’d ever fuch inceffant Rout : 

The Jumbling Particles of Matter 
In Chaos make not luch a Clatter: 

Far lefs the Rabble roar and rail, 

When Drunk with four Ele&ion Ale* 

Nor do they truff their Tongue alone 
To fpeak a Language of their own j 
But read a Nod, a Shrug, a Look, 

F ar better than a printed Book j 
Convey a Libel in a Frown, 

And wink a Reputation down } 

Or by die tolling of the Fan 
Defer ibe the Lady and the Man. 

But fee ! the Female Club dilbands j 
Each, twenty Vifits on her Hands. 

Now all alone poor Madam fits, 

In Vapours and Hyfterick Fits : 
et And was not ’Tern this Morning lent ? 
t( I’d lay my Life he never went : 

“ Pad Six, and not a living Soul ! 
fe I might by this have won a Vole." 

A dreadful Interval of Spleen 1 
How lhali we pafs the Time between ?, 

s. 
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4 « Here Brr{y, let me take my Drops, 

4 1 And feel my Pulfe, I know it flops s 
4 ‘ This Head of mine, Lord, how it fwiras 1 5 
“ And fuch a Pain in all my Limbs 1 
•Dear Madam, try to take a Nap— 

3ut now they hear a Foot-Man’s Rap ; 

44 Go, run, and Light the Ladies up : 

44 It muft be One before we Sup.” 

The Table, Cards, and Counters fet. 

And all the Gamefter-Ladies met. 

Her Spleen and Fits recover’d quite, 

Our Madam can fit up all Night. 

44 Whoever comes I’m not within— H 
QuadrilV s the Word, and fo begin. 

How can the Mufe her Aid impart, 

Unlkill’d in all the Terms of Art ? 

Or in harmonious Numbers put 

The Deal, the Shuffle, and the Cut ? ■ { 

AH the fuperfiuous Whims relate. 

That fill a Female Gamefter’s Pate ? 

What Agony of Soul ihe feels 
To fee a Knave’s inverted Heels ? 

She draws up Card by Card, to find 
Good Fortune peeping from behind j b 
With panting Heart, andearneft Eye?, 

In hope to lee Spadillo rife : 

In vain, alas, her Hope is fed 1 
She draws an Ace, and fees it red : 

In ready Counters never pays. 

But pawns her Snuff-box, Rings, and Keys; 
Ever with fomenew Fancy rtruck. 

Tries twenty Chai m? to mead her Luck. 

•<: ; . (t Thif 
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. This Morning, when the Par/on came, 

“ I laid I ftiould not win a Game. 

ft This odious Chair, how came I ftuck in’t P 

* f I think I never had good Luck in't. 

I'm fo uneafy in my Stays ; 

€i Your Fan a Moment, if you pleafe. 

“ Stand further Girl, or get you gone, 

“ I always lofe when you look on.” 

Lqrd, Madam, you have loft Codill: * 

I never faw you play fo ill. 

gt Nay, Madam, give me leave to fay, 

*Twas you, that threw the Game away 5 
. “ When Lady Trickfy play’d a Four 
“ You took it with a Mat adore. 

€c I faw you touch your Wedding-Ring 
gt Before my Lady call’d a King. 

*< You fpoke a Word began with H, 

€t And I know whom you meant to teach, 

“ Becaufe you held the King of Hearts : 

0t Fie, Madam, leave thefe little Arts.'* ‘ 

That’s not fo bad, as one that rubs 
Her Chair to call the King of Clubs, 

And makes her Part'ner underftand 

A Matadore is in her Hand. 

ct Madam, you have no Caufe to flounce; ■*:. 

“ I fwear I faw you thrice renounce. 

And truly, Madam, I know when 
Inrtead of Five you fcor’d me Ten. 

Spadillo here has got a Mark, 

' A Child may know it in the Dark : 

I gucfs the Hand 5 it feldom fails ; 

I wifti fome Folks would pare their Nail*. 

S z White 
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While thus they rail, and fcold and ftoiity * 
It pafles but for common Form ; 

Moil (ionfcious that they all ipeak true. 

And give each other but their Due \ 

It never interrupts the Game, 

Or makes ’em fenfible of Shame. 

The Time too precious now to wafte. 

And Supper gobbled up in hafte. 

Again a-frefh to Cards they run, 

As if they had but juftjjegun : 

Yet lhall I not again repeat * 

How oft they Squabble, Snarl and Cheat. ?' ' 
At laft they hear the Watchman knock, 

A Frofty Morn—Pajl Four a -Clock. 

The Chairmen are not to be found ; 

** Come, let us play the t’other Round. 

Now, all in hafte they huddle on 
Their Hoods, their Cloaks, and get them 
gone ; 

But firft the Winner muft invite 
The Company to-morrow Night. 

Unlucky Madam left in Tears, 

Who now again Quadrill forfwears, 

With empty Purfe, and aching Head, 

Steals to her deeping Spoufe to Bed. 


*The Country Life. 

T HALIA tell in fober Lays, 

How George , Nim, Dan, Dean pais 
their Days. 

Begin, my Mufe : Firft from our Bow’rs 
We iflue forth at diff’rent Hours : 

At feven, the Dean in Night-gown dreft 
Goes round the Houfe to wake the reft : 

At nine, grave Nim and George facetious 
Go to the Dean to read Lucretius : 

At ten, ray Lady comes and he&ors. 

And kiffes George , and ends our Lectures ; 
And when fhe has him by the Neck faft, 
Hauls him, andicolds us down to Break faft. 
We fquander there an Hour or more, 

And then ail Hands, Boys, to the Oar ; 

All, Hetero&il Dan except. 

Who neither Time, nor Order kept. 

But by peculiar Whimiies drawn. 

Peeps in the Ponds to look for Spawn, 

O’ei fees the Work, or Dragon *rows. 

Or fpoils a Text, or mends his Hofe j 
Or-— but proceed we in our Journal— 

At two, or after, we return all. 

F rom the four Elements affembling, 

Warn’d by the Bell, all Folks come tremblingj 


* My Lord's Boat . 
•S 3 


From 
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From airy Garrets fome defcend, 

Some from the Lake’s remoteft End. a 
My Lord and Dean the Fire forfake $ 

Dan leaves the Earthly Spade and Rake • 

The Loit’rers quake, no Corner hides them* 
And Lady Betty foundly chides them. 

Now Water’s brought, and Dinner’s done a 
With Church and King the Lady’s gone a 
(Not rcck’ning half an Hour we pafs 
In talking o’er a moderate Glafs.) 

Dan growing drowf^J like a Thief, 

Steals off to dofe away his Beef, 

And this rauft pafs for reading Hamtnottd — 
While George m&Dean go to Back- Gam- 
mon. 

George , Nim, and Dean fet out at four. 

And then again, Boys, to the Oar* 

But when the Sun goes to the Deep, 

(Not to difturb him in his Sleep, 

Or make a Rumbling o’er his Head, 

His Candle out, and He a-bed) 

We watch his Motions to a Minute, 

And leave the Flood, when he goes in it. 
Now ftinted in the fhort’ning Day, 

We go to Pray ’rs, and then to play, 

Till Supper comes j and after that. 

We fit an Hour to drink and chat. • 

’Tis late— the old and younger Pairs ? 

By* Adam lighted, walk up Stairs. 


* The Footman, 

The 
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The weary Dean goes to his Chamber, 

And Nim and Dan to Garret clamber. 

So when the Circle we have run, 

The Curtain falls, and we have done. 

I might have mention’d fev’ral Fa61$, 

X-ike Epifodes between the Acts ; 

And tell who lofes, and who wins. 

Who gets a Cold* who breaks his S h 
How Dan caught nothing in his Net j 
And how the Boat was over-fet : r 

For Brevity I have retrench’d, 

How in the Lake die Dean was drench’d i 
It would be an Exploit to brag on. 

How valiant George rode o’er the Dragon> 
How fteddy in the ftern he fat, 

And fav’d his Oar, but loft his Hat s 
How Nim (no Hunter e'er could match him,) 
Still brings us Hares, when he can catch ’em : 
How fldlfully Dcm mends his Nets ; 

How Fortune fails him, when he fets •* 

Or how the Dean delights to vex 
The Ladies, or lampoon the Sex : 

Or hew our Neighbour lifts his Nofe 
To tell what ev’ry School-boy knows. 

Then with his Finger on his Thumb 
Explaining, ftrikcs Oppofures dumb s 
Or how his Wife, that Female Pedant, 

(But now there need no more be faid on't) 
Shews all her Secrets of Houfe-keeping ; 

For Candles how fhe trucks her Dripping : 
Was forc'd to fend three Miles for Yell 
To brew her Ale, and raife her Pafte j 

Tells 
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Tells ev'ry thing, that you can think of j 
How (he cur’d Tommy of the Chin-cough ; 
What gave her Brats and Pigs the Meazlea, 
And how her Doves were kill’d by Weezles ; 
How Jowler howl’d, and what a Fright 
She had with Dreams the other Night. \ - rV’ 
But now, frnce I have gone fo far on, * 

A Word or two of Lord Chief Baron s *> 
And tell how little Weight he fets 
On all Whig Papers, and Gazetts $ 

But for the Politicks of Pue * ~ ’ 

Thinks ev’ry Syllable is-true : 

• And fince he owns, the King of Sweden 
Is dead at laft, without evading, 

Now all his Hopes are in the Czar j 
* % Why, Mufcovy is not fo far, 

Down the Black Sea and up the StreightSy 
** And in a Month he’s at your Gates ; 
ft Perhaps, from what the Packet brings, 

“ By Chriftmas we (hall fee ftrangc things.” 
Why (hould I tell of Ponds and Drains, /' , 
What Carps we met with for our Pains ; ■ 

Of Sparrows tam'd, and Nuts innumerable ' 

T o choak the Girls, and to confume-a- Rabble. 
But You, who are a Scholar, know 
How tranfient are all things below, 

How prone to change is human Life. 

Laft Night arriv’d Clem, and his Wife — 

... . . .... .. ... ... i , . 

* A News *Writer. 
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"This grand Event half broke our Meafures i 
Their Reign began with cruel Seizures j 
The Dean mull with his Quilt fupply 
The Bed, in which thefe Tyrants lie ; 

Nim loll his Wig-Block, Dan his Jordan \ 
^My Lady fays Ihe can't afford one) 

George is half fear’d out of his Wits> 

Tor Clem, gets all the dainty Bits. ^ 
Henceforth expett a different Survey, 

This Houfe will foon turn topfy-turvy r 
They talk of further Alterations, 

Which caufes many Speculations. 


A Paftoral Dialogue. 

Dermot* Sheelah. 

A Nymph and Swain, Sheelah and Dermot 
bight, 

Who wont to weed the Court of Gcsj'ord 

Kuighty 

While each with flubbed Knife remov'd the 
Roots, * - . 

That rais’d between the Stones their daily 
Shoots ; 

As at their Work they fat in countervieW, 
With mutual Beauty fmit, their Pa fli on grew*. 
Sing heavenly Mufe in fweetly flowing Strain 
The foft Endearments of die Nymph and Swain . 

Lermct* 


£04 P aft oral Dialogue 

Der mot. 

My Love to Sbeelah is more firmly fixt 
Than ftrongeft Weeds, that grow theie Stores 
betwixt j 

My Spud thefe Nettles from the Stones can 
P*rt ! , 

No Knife fo keen to weed thee from my Heart, 

» * 

• • 

Sheelah. 

. A 

My Love for gentle Dermot fader grows 
Than yon tall Dock, that rifes to thy Nofe. 
Cut down the Dock, ’twill fprout again $ but 

Of ‘ ' ’ 

Love rooted out, again will never grow. 

Dermot. ' 

No ^ore that Bry’r thy tender Legs lhall 
, rake 

(I fpare the Thiftle for Sir Arthur’s Sake.) 
Sharp are the Stones, take thou thisrufhy Matt ; 
The hardeft Bum will bruize with fitting fquat. 

* S H E E L A H. • 

' 5 * ' 

Thy Breeches torn behind ftand gaping 
wide } 

This Petticoat lhall fave thy dear Back -fide j 
Nor need I blulh, although you feel it wet ; 
Dernjot, I vow, ’tis nothing elfe but Sweat. 

Dermot. 
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, Dkrmgt. - 

At an old ftubborn Root I chanc’d to tug, 
When the Dean threw me this Tobacco Plug : 
A longer half-’porth never did I fee } 

This, deareft Sbeelab, thou lhalt /hare with me. 

S H E £ L A H. 

In at the Pantry door this Mom I flipt. 

And from the Shelf a charming Cruft I whiptj 
Dennis was out, and I got hither fafe } 

And thou, my Dear, /halt have the bigger half, 

Dermot. 

When you (aw Tady at long Bullets play,l 
You fat and lows’d him all the Sunfliine Day. 
How could you, Sbeelab , liften to his Tales, 
Or crack fuch Lice as his between your Nails ? 

S h e E L a H. 

When you with Oonah ftood behind a Ditch, 
I peep’d and faw you kifs the dirty Bitch. 
Dermot, how could you touch thofe nafty Sluts ! 
I almoft wilh’d this Spud were in your Guts. 

Dermot. 

If Oonah once I kifs’d, forbear to chide $ 
Her Aunt’s my Goflip by my Father’s Side 3^ 
But, if I ever touch her Lips again. 

May I be doom’d for Life to weed in Rain. 


Sheelab. 


2o6 The Cook-Maid's Letter • 
Sheelah. 

D-crmot, I fwear, tho’ Tadf s Locks could 
hold 

Ten thousand Lice, and ev'ry Lonfe was Gold, 
Him on my Lap you never more fhould fee} 
Or may I lofe my Weeding- knife— and Thee, 

Dkimot. 

O, could I earn for thee, my Wely Lafe, 

A Pair of Brogues to bear thee dry to Mafs ! 
But fee, where Nor ah with the Sow ins comes — 
Then let us rife and reft our weary Bums. 


Mary the Cook- Maid's Letter to 
Dr. Sheridan. 

W ELL ; if ever I faw fuch another Man* 
fince my Mother bound my head!- 
You a Gentleman !, mary come up ; 
I wonder where you were* bred ! 

I am fure fuch Words do not become a Man; 
of your Cloth, 

I would not give fuch Language to a Dog, 
faith and troth. 

Yes ; you call’d my Mafter a Knave : Fie 
Mr. Shei’idan , ’tis a Shame 
For a Parfon, who.fhou’d know better Things, 
to come out with fuch a Naqae. 

. Knave 


Digitized by GoogI 


to Dr. SHERIDAN. 207 

Knave in your Teeth, Mr. Sheridan ; ’tis both 
a Shame and a Sin ; 

And the Dean my Mafter is an honcfter Man 
than you and all your Kin : 

He has more Goodnefs in his little Finger, 
than you have in your whole Body, 

My Mafter is a parfonable Man, and not a 
fpindle-lhank’d hoddy-doddy. 

And now whereby I find you would fain make 
an Excufe, 

Becaufe my Mafter one day in Anger call’d 
you Goofe. 

Which, and I am fure I have been his Servant 
four Years fince OSlober, 

And he never call’d me worfe than Sweetheart 
drunk or fober : 

Not that I know his Reverence was ever con- 
cern’d to my Knowledge, 

Tho’ you and your Come-rogues keep him 
outfo late in your College. 

You fay you will eat Grafs on his Grave : a 
Chrittian eat Grafs ! 

Whereby you now confefs yourfelf to be a 
Goofe or an Afs : 

But thdt’s as much as to fay, that my Mafter 
Ihould die before ye j 

Well, well, that’s as God pleafes j and I don’t 
believe that’s a true Story, 

And fo fey I told you fo, and you may go tell 
my Matter ; what care I ? 

And I don’t care who knows it, ’tis «J1 one to 
Marj.-. • * ' 

, T Every 

/ 
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Everybody knows, that I love to tell Truth 
and fhame the Devil, 

I am but a poor Servant, but I think Gentle* 
folks fhould be civil. 

Beftdes you found fault with our Vittles one 
Day that you was here, 

I remember it was on a Titefday of all Day$ 
in the Year. 

And Saunders the Man fays, you are always 
jetting and mocking : 

Mary faid he (one Day, as I was mending my 
Matter's Stocking,) 

My Matter is lb fond fo tliat Minifter, that 

* keeps the School, 

. I thought my Matter a wife Man, but that 
Man makes him a Fool. 

Saunders faid I, I would rather than a Quart 
of Ale, 

He would come into our Kitchin, and. I would 
pin a Difh-clout to his Tail. 

And now I mutt go, and get Saunders to di- 
re£t this Letter, 

For I write but a fad Scrawl, but my Sifter. 
Marget fhe writes better. 

Weil, but I mutt run and make the Bed before 
my Matter comes from Pray’rs \ 

And fee now, it ftrikes ten, and X hear him 
coming up Stairs : 

Whereof I cou'd fay more to your Vevfes, if 
I cou’d write written hand. 

And fo I remain, in a civil way, your Servant 
to command, Mary,, 

wi <. • . -v A Dia« 
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A Dialogue between Mad Mullinix 
and Timothy'. 

M-T Own, "tis not my Bread and Butter : 

But prithee, Ttm> why all this Clutter ? 
Why ever in thefe raging Fits, 

Damning to Hell the Jacobites ? 

When, if you fearch the Kingdom round. 
There’s hardly twenty to be found ; 
tfo, not among the Pricf.s and Fryers. 

< T. ’Twixt you and me, G-- Damn the 
Lyars. 

M. The Fortes are gone ev’ry Man over 
To our illullrious Houfe of Hanover, j 
From ;all their Conduct this is plain : 

And then 

T. G-- Da mn the Lyars again* 

Did notan Earl but lately vote 
To bring in (I could cut his Throat) 

Our whole Accounts of publick Debts ? 

M. Lord, how this frothy Coxcomb frets! 

[q/ide.] 

F. Did not an able Statefman B 

This dang’rous horrid Moiion difh-up 
As Popijh Craft ? Did he not rail on’t ? 

Shew Fire and Faggot in thei^ail on’t ? 
Proving the Earl a grand Offender, * 

And in a Plot for the Pretender ? 

Whofe Fleet, 'tis all our Friends Opinion, 
Was then embarking at Avignon . 

• V T a , .1 Thefe 
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Thefe brangling Jars of and Tory 
Are (tale, and worn nsTroy-To<wnJ>torj. 

The Wrong, Vis certain, you were both inj 
And now you find you fought for nothing. 

Your Fa&ion, when their Game was new. 

Might want fuch noiiy Fools as you j 
But You, when all the Show is paft, 

Refolve to ftand it out the laft ; 

Like Martin Marral , gaping on, • / 

Not minding when the Song is done. 

^ When all the Bees are gone to fettle. 

You clatter ftill your Brazen Kettle. 

The Leaders, whom you lilted under, 

Have dropt their Arms, and fciz’d the Plunder j 
And when the War is paft, you come 
To rattle in their Ears your Drum i‘ 

And as that hateful hideous Grecian 
Therfites (he was your Relation) 

Was more abhor’d and fcorn’d by thofe 
With whom he ferv’d, than by his Foes j 
So thou art grown the Deteftation 
Of all thy Party through the Nation ; 

Thy peevilh tnd perpetual Teazing, 

With Plots, and Jacobites , and Treafon ; 

Thy bufy, never-meaning Face, 

Thy fcrew’d-up Front, thy State-grimace, 

Thy formal Nods, important Sneers, 

Thy Whifp’rings foifted in all Ears, 

(Which are, whatever you may think. 

But Nonlenfe wrapt up in a Stink) 

- • Have made thy Prefence, in a true Senfe, 

To thy own Sidefo damn’d a Nuifance, 

That 
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That when they have you in their Eye, 

As if the Devil drove, they fly. 

T. My good friend Mullinix, forbear ; 

I vow to G-- you’re too fevere j 
If it could ever yet be known, 

I took Advice, except my own. 

It fhou’d be yours : But D — my Blood, 
Imuft purfuethe puhlick Good : 

The Faction (is it not notorious ?) 

Keck at the Memory of Glorious : * 

’Tistrue, nor need I to be told, 

My quondam Friends are grown fo cold. 

That fcarce a Creature can be found. 

To prance with me his Statue round. 

The publick Safety, I forefee. 

Henceforth depends alone on me ; 

And while this vital Breath I blow. 

Or from above, or from below. 

I’ll (putter, fwagger, curfe and rail, 

The Tories Terror, Scourge and Flail. 

M. Tim, you Miftake the Matter quite ? ' 
The Tories 1 you are their Delight : 

And fhould you a£l a different Part, 

Be grave and wife-- -’twou’d break their Heart. 
Why, Tim, you have a T afte I know,. 

And often fee a Puppet -/ho vj ; 

Obferve, the Audience is in Pain, 

While Punch is hid behind the Scene ; 

But when they hear his rufty Voice, 

With what Impatience they rejoice t 
And then they value not two Straws, 

How Solomon decides the Caufc, 

T 3 Which 
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Which the true Mother, which Pretender 
Nor liften to the Witch of Endor ; 

Shou’d Faufius with the Devil behind hint 
Enter the Stage, they never mind him. 

If Punchy to fpur their Fancy, Jhows 
In at the Door his monftrous Nofe, 

Then hidden draws it back again 5 >4 j 

O what a Pleafure mixt with Pain l ' ,\V *. 

You ev'ry Moment think an Age, 

’Till^ie appears upon the Stage : , 

And firft his Bum you fee him clap 
Upon the Queen of Sheba's Lap ; 

The Duke oi Lorrain drew his Sword, 

Punch roaring run, and running roar’d. 

Revil'd all People in his Jargon, 

And fold the King of Spain a Bargain ; 

St. George himfelf he plays the Wag on* 

And mounts aftride upon the Dragon ; 

He gets a thoufand Thumps and Kicks, 

Yet cannot leave his Roguifh Tricks j 
In ev’ry Action thrufts his Nofe, 

The Reafon why, no Mortal knows ; 

In doleful Scenes, that break our Heart, 
Punch comes, like You, and lets a F— t. 
There's not a Puppet made of Wood, 

But what wou’d hang him, if they cou’d } 
While teazingall, by all he’s teaz’d. 

How well are the Spe&ators pleas’d * 

Who in the Motion have no Share, 

But purely come to hear and Hare ; 

Have no concern for Sabra's Sake, 

Which gets the better, Saint or Snake, 

* Provided 
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provided Punch (for there’s the Jeft) 

Be foundly mawl’d, and plague the reft. 

Thus, Tim, Philofophersfuppofe, 

The World confijis of Puppet- fjo-uus j 
Where petulant conceited Fellows 
Perform the Part of Punchinelloes ; 

So at this Booth, which we call Dublin , 

Tim, thou’rt the Punch to ftir up Trouble in : 
You wriggle, fidge, and make a Rout, 

Put all your Brother Puppets out. 

Run on in a perpetual Round 
To teaze, perplex, difturb, confound. 

Intrude with Monkey Grin and Clatter, 

To interrupt all ferious Matter, 

Are grown the Nuifance of your Clan , 

Who hate and fcorn you to a Man. 

But then, the Lookers -on, the Tories 
You (till divert with merry Stories ; 

They wou’d confent, that all the Crew 
Were hang’d, before they’d parf with you> 
But tell me, Tim, upon the Spot, 

By all this Coyl what haft thou got ? 

If Tories mull have all the Sport* 

I fear you’ll be difgrac’d at Court . 

T. Got ? D--- my Blood, I frank my Letters > 
Walk by my Place before my Betters, 

And fimple as I now Hand here, 

Expe6l in Time to be a P 

Get ? D---- me, why I got my Will ! 

Ne’er hold my Peace, and ne’er ftand ft ill : 

I f-— t with twenty Ladies by j 
They call me Beaft j aud what care I ? 

I bravely 
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I bravely call the Tories, Jacks, 

And Sons of Whores behind their Backs. 

But could you bring me once to think, 

That when I ftrut, and dare, and ftink. 
Revile, and (lander, fume and ftorm. 

Betray, make Oath, impeach, inform. 

With fuch a conftant loyal Zeal 
To ferve myfelf and Common- weal. 

And fret the Tories Souls to Death, 

I did but lofe my precious Breath ; 

And when I damn my Soul to plague 'em. 
Am, as you tell me, but their May-garae j 
Confume my Vitals ! they lhall know, 

I am not to be treated fo ; 

I'd rather hang myfelf by half, 

Than give thole Rafcals Caule to laugh. 

But how, my Friend, can I endure. 

Once fo renown’d, to live obfcure ? 

No little Boys and Girls to cry 
There's nimble Tim a pajfmg by. 

No more my dear delightful Way tread. 

Of keeping up si Party-Hatred, 

Will none the Tory Dogs purfue, 

When thro’ the Streets I cry Hallooe f 
Mud all my D--mee's, Bloods, and Wounds, 
Pafs only now for empty Sounds ? 

Shall Try Rafcals be eie&ed, 

Although I fwear them difaffefled ? 

And when I roar, a Plot , a Plot , 

Will our own Party mind me not ? 

So qualified to fwear and lye, 

Will they not truft me for a Spy? 

Dear 

• k 

t 
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t)ear MulMnix , your good Advice 
I beg j you fee the Cafe is nice : 

O, were I equal in Renown, 

Like thee, to pleafe this lhanklefs Town ! 

Or bleft with fuch engaging Parts 
To- win the truant School-boys Hearts l 
Thy Virtues meet their juft Reward, 

Attended by the Sable Guard. 

Charm’d by thy Voice the ’ Prentice drops > ’ 
The Snow-ball deftin’d at thy Chops. 

Thy graceful Steps, and Col’pel’s Air, 

Allure the Cinder-picking Fair . 

M. No more—— In Mark of true Affe&ion, 
I take thee under my Prote&ion : 

Thy Parts are good, ’tis not deny’d ; 

I wifh they had been well apply ’d. 

But now obferve my Counfel, (viz.) 

Adapt your Habit to your Phyz ; 

You muft no longer thus equip ye. 

As Horace fays, cptat Ephippia : 

(There’s Latin too, that you may fee 

How much improv'd by Dr.- ) 

I have a Coat at home, that you may try, 

’Tis juft like this, which hangs by Geometry* 
My Hat has much the nicer Air, 

Your Block will fit it to a Hair : 

That Wig, I would not for the World 
Have it fo formal, and fo curl’d $ 

’Twill be fo oily and fo fleek, 

When I have lain in it a Week ! 

You’ll findptwell prepar'd, to take ~ 

The Figure of Toupee or Snake*, 

* Thus 
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Thus drefs’d alike from Top to Toe, 
That which is which ’tis hard know. 
When firft in Publick we appear. 

I’ll lead the Van j keep You the Rear $ 
Be careful as you walk behind ; 

Ufc all the Talents of your Mind 5 
Be ftudious well to imitate 
My portly Motion, Mien and Gate 5 
Mark my Addrefs, and learn my Stile, 
When to look icornful, when to fmile 
Nor fputter out your Oaths fo fall. 

But keep your Swearing to the laft. 
T^ien at our Leifure we’ll be witty, 

And in the Streets divert the City : 

The Ladies from the Windows gaping. 
The Children all our Motions aping. 
Your Converfation to refine, 

I’ll take you to fome friends of mine. 
Choice Spirits , who employ their Parts, 
To mend the World by ufeful Arts ; 
Some cleanfing hollow Tubes, to fpy 
Direct the Zenith of the Sky ; 

Some have the City in their Care, 

From noxious Steams to purge the Air ; 
Some teach us in thefe dang'rous Days 
How to walk upright in our Ways ; 
Some, whofe reforming Hands engage 
To lafli the Lewdnefs of the Age j 
Some for the publick Service go 
Perpetual Envoys to and fro, 

Whofe-able Heads fupport the Wfcight 
Of twenty M— «— rs ol State, 
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We fcorn, for want of Talk, to jabber 
Of Parties o’er our Bonny-Clabber : 

Nor are we ftudious to enquire, 

Who Votes for Manours, who for Hire 5 
Our Care is to improve the Mind, 

With what concerns all human Kind 3 
The various Scenes of mortal Life ; 

Who beats her Hufband, who his Wife 3 
Or how the Bully at a Stroke 
Knock’d down the Boy, the Lanthom broke* 
One tells the rife of Cheefe and Oatmeal j 
Another, when he got a hot Meal : 

One gives Advice in Proverbs old, 

Inftru&s us how to tame a Scold 3 
Or how by Almanacks ’tis clear, 

That Herrings will be cheap this Year* 

T. Dear Mullinix , I now lament 
My precious Time fo long mil'pent^ 

By Nature meant for nobler Ends : + 

O, introduce me to your Friends ! 

For whom by Birth I was defign’d, 

‘‘Till Politicks debas’d my Mind. 

I give myfelf intire to you 3 
G--d— the Whigs and Tories too. 

"85 

— , * 

* Epitaph* 
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H HERE continueth to rot 
The Body of F RA — S C H — I S, 

Who, with an Inflexible Constancy 
and Inimitable Uniformity of Life* 

; Persisted, 

In Spite of Age and Infirmities, 

In the Pra&ice of Every Human Vice, 
Excepting Prodigality and Hypocrisy. 
His Infatiable Avarice exempted himfron). 
The firft ; 

His Matchlefs Impudence from the fecond. 
>Jor was he more fingular in the un-deviating 
Pra vity of bis Manners , than fuccefsful ia 
4ccumula 

ting Wealth. 

For, without Trade or Profession, 
Without Trust of Publick Money, 
And without Bribe-worthy Service,. 
He acquired, or more properly Created, 

A Ministerial Estate. 

He was the only Perfon of his Time, 

Who cou’d Cheat without the Malk of 
Honesty, 

Rstaui 
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EPIT.A P H. 

Jtetnin his Primaeval Meanness, when pof- 
fefs’d of Ten Thousand a Year ; 

And having daily deferv’d the Gibbet for 
what he did t 

Was at lall condemn’d to it for what he could 
; not do . . 

Oh Indignant Reader ! 

Think not his Life Ufelefs to Mankind ! 
Providence conniv’d at his execrable De- 

. . 

To give to After- Ages a conlpicuous Proof 
and Example 

Of how fmall Eftimationis Exorbitant 
Health in the Sight of GOD, by his 
bellowing it on the moll Unworthy of 
AtL Mortals. 

»*,*•*.• ' - ^ 

—i .. - - - - 1 ’ - f - - r 

* V* * V 

* Joannes jacet hie Mirandula—— cetera 
norunt 

Et Tagus & Ganges -for fan G* Antipodes* 

Apply'd to F. C. 

H ERE Francis Cb—s lies-— Be civil l 
The reft God knows— perhaps the De- 
vil. , 

U * Epigram. 
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* Epigram, 

ETE R complains, that-God has given 




P ETER complains, rnat^uu »“«> s»' 
To his poor Babe a Life fo fhort : 
Confider Peter , he’s in Heaven •, 

’Tis good to have a Friend at Court 


* Another. 


Y 


O U beat your Pate, and fancy Wit will 

come •• _ , 

Knock as you pleafe, there’s no Body at 


I 

'l 


♦ Epitaph [of By-Words.-] 


I 


H ERB lies a round Woman, who thought 

mighty odd \ 

Every Word, Ihe e’er heard in thi* 
Church about God. 

To convince her of God the good Dean did 
endeavour, 

£ut ftill in heF Heart ihe held Nature more 

clever, , __ , . 

TUo’ he talk’d much of Virtue, her Head al- 
ways run ' j 

Upon fomething or other, fhe found better Fmi ^ 
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EPIGRAM* 22i 

For the Dame, by her (kill in Affairs Aftro- 
nomical, 

Imagin'd, to live in the Clouds was but comi- 
cal, ■ * ! \ 

In this World, (he defpis’d every Soul (he met 
I ‘ here j ■ 

And now (he’s in t'other, (he thinks it but 
Queer, 

- T , 0 

On feeing a worthy Prelate go out of 
Church in the Time 0/Divine Ser- 
vice, to wait on hi j Grace the D. 

-of D 

L ORD Pam in the Church (cou’d you 
think it) kneel’d down, 

When told the Lieutenant was juft come 
to Town, 

His Station defpifing, unaw’d by the Place , 

He (lies from his God to attend on his Grace c 
To the Court it was fitter to pay his Devotion, 
Since God had no Hand in his Lordlhip’s Pro- 
motion, 

' ■ v . * "* 

U z - * Epigram; 
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* Epigram /r^ the Frencfi. 

S I R, I admit your gen’ral Rule, 

That every Poet is a Fool : 

But you yourfelf may ferve to (how it. 
That every Fool is not a Poet. 



* Epitaph. 

W ELL then, poor G lies under 

Ground ! 

So there’s an End of honeft Jack. 
So little Juftice here he found, 

’Tis ten to one he’ll ne’er come back. 


* Epigram 

On the To aft s of the Kit - Cat Club> 

Anno 1716. 

W Hence deathlefs Kit-Cat took its Namt 
Few Criticks can unriddle •, 

Some fay from Paftry- Cook it came. 
And fome from Cat and Fiddle . 

From no trim Beaus’ its Name it boafts, 

Grey Statefmen, or Green Wits 5 


' 


- 



Verfesori England’* Arch -Poet, zz.% 

But from this Pell-mell-Pack of Toafts, 

Of old Cats and young Kits, 


'* To a Lady with the Temple of 
Fame. 

W H A T’s Fame with Men, by Cuftom 
of the Nation, 

Is. call’d in Women only Reputation ; 
About them both why keep we fuch a pother ? 
Part you with one, and I’ll renounce the other. 


* Verfes 

To he placed under the Pifiure of 
England’.? Arch-Poet : Contain - 
ing a compleat Catalogue of his 
Works . 

S E E who ne’er was or will be half read l 
Who firft fung i Arthur , then lung % At* 
fred. 

Prais’d great 3 Eliza in God’s Anger, 

’Till all true Enghjbmen cry’d, hang her ! 


1 Two Heroick Poems in Folio, twenty 
Books. , • , 

\2 Heroick Poems in twelve JBooks. 
a HtfftidfcPpeins in Folio, ten Books. 

V 3 
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■"Made 13 Jeremy full fore to cry, ■ „ 

And 14^0^ hirafelf curfe God and die. 

What Punilhmentall this muft follow ? 
Shall Arthur ufe him like King Tollo P 
Shall David as Uriah flay him ? 

Or dext'rous Deb'rab Sifera - him f 
Or Ihall Eliza lay a Plot 
To treat him like her Sifter Scot ? 

Shall William dub his better End, * * 

Or Marlb'rough ferve him like a Friend ? 

No, none of thefe-- -- Heav’n fpare his Life ! 
But fend him, honeft Job, thy lVife* 


Dr. Sw — — to Mr. P e, 

While he was writing the Dunciad. 

P OPE has the T alent well tofpeak. 

But not to reach the Ear j 
His loudcft Voice is low and weak. 

The Dean too deaf to hear. 


13 The Lamentations . 

14. The whole Book of Job , a Poem in Folio. 

* Kick him on the Breech, not Knight him 
•a the Shoulders. 


A while 



y§« 


zz_& Qnwriting the Dun 

A while they on each other look 
Then different Studies chufe j 
The fits plodding on a B 
Pope walks, and courts the M 

Now Backs of Letters, though 
Forthofe who more will need' 
Are fill’d with Hints, and interlin'd, 
Himfelf can hardly read ’em. 

Each Atom by fome other ftruc 
All turns and Motion tries, * 

Till in a Lump together ftuck. 
Behold a Poetn rife 1 


3r : , 


V7.V*. 


Si r ’• «•,» 

’ A--: i-rT?' » 


Yet to the his Share allot 5 
He claims it by a Canon ; 

TJjat t without which a Thing is 
Is, caufa Jine qua non. 

Thus, Pope, in vain you boaft youj? Wit f 
. For, had our deaf D i v i ne , ’® ' 

Been for your Converfation fit. 

You had hot writ ar Line. . 

Of Prelate thus, for preaching fanfd, . A 

The Sexton reafon’d well, 

And juftly half the Merit claim'd**^ <* 

Becaufo he rang tht Bell* tfHfK***, ; 
f~ -v . <«? ■fyjRjci 'tjpCr 

j* ■ ~iA u 

T) 

. JsOHQCC 

iTsSf f4. • 

• - 1. ■ ■ ■’ ivy.' 
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Bounce /o Fop, 

An Epiftle from a Dog a tTwick- 
enham to a Dog at Court. 

T O thee fweet Fop, thefe Lines I fend, 
Who, tho’ no Spaniel, am a Friend, 
Tho’ once my Tail in wanton Play, 
Now frifking this and then that way. 
Chanc’d, with a Touch of juft the Tip, 

To hurt yourLady-lap-dog-fhip ; 

Yet thence to think I’d bite your Head off! 
Sure Bounce is one you never read of. 

Fop / you can dance, and make a Leg, 

Can fetch and carry, cringe and beg. 

And (what’s the Top of all your Tricks) 
Can ftoop to pick up Strings and Sticks, 

We Country Dogs love nobler Sport, 
Andfcorn the Pranks of Dogs at Court. 

Fye, naughty Fop ! where- e’er youcome. 

To f— t and p— fs about the Room, 

To lay your Head in every Lap, 

And, when they think not of you-— fnapt 
The worft that Envy, or that Spite 
E’er faid of me, is, I can bite : 

That idle Gypfies, Rogues in Rags, 

.Who poke at me, can make no Brags 5 
And that to towze' fuch Things as flutter , 

To honeft Bounce is Bread and Butter. 

.White 
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228 BOUNCE to FOP. 

While You, and every courtly Fop, 
Fawn on the Devil for a Chop, 

I’ve the Humanity to hate 
A Butcher, tho’ he brings me Meat ; 

And let me tell you, have a Nofe, 
(Whatever ftinking Fops fuppofe) 

That under Cloth of Gold or TifTue, 

Can fraell a Plaifter, or an Iffue. 

Your pilf ’ring Lord, with Ample Pride 
May wear a Pick -Jock at his Side ; 

My Mafter wants no Key of State, 

For Bounce can keep his Houfe and Gate. 

When all fuch Dogs have had their Days, 
As knavifih Pams , and fawning Trays $ 
When pamper’d Cupids, bealtly Perns, 
And motly, fquinting Harlequin? s, * 

Shall lick no more their Lady's Br-- - 
But die of Loofenefs, Claps, or Itch s 
Fair Thames from cither ecchoing Shore 
Shall hear and dread my manly Koar. 

See Bounce , like Berecynthia , crown'd 
With thund’ring Offspring all around. 
Beneath, befide me, and a top, 

A hundred Sons ! and not one Fop • 

Before my Children fet your Beef, 

Not one true Bounce will be a Thief $ 

Not one without Permiflion feed, 

(Tho' fome of J ;;'s hungry Breed) 


m 

#• 

Me 

Ml m* 

> 


fm I t . 
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* Alii legunt Harvequini's* 

But 


BOUNCE to FOP. zz 9 

But whatfoe’er the Father’s Race, 

From me they fuck, a little Grace. 

While your hne Whelps learn all to fteaj, - 
Bred up by Hand on Chick and Veal. 

My Eldeft-born refides not' far, 

Where fhines great Strafford's glittering Star* 
My fecond, Child of Fortune ’ waits 
At Burlington " sPalladian Gates ; 1 - 
A third majeftically ftalks, : - 

Happieft of Dogs ! in Cobb am' s Walks : 

One ufhers Friends to Bathurff s Door, 

One fawns, at Oxford's , on the Poor. 

Nobles, whom Arms or Aits adorn. 

Wait for my Infants yet unborn. 

None, but a Peer of Wit and Grace, 

Can hope a Puppy of my Race. 

And O! wou’dFate the Blils decree 
To mine, a Blifs too great for me ! 

That two, my talleft Sons, might grace. 
Attending each with (lately Pace, 
lulus' s Side, as erft Evander's , * 

To keep offFlatt’rers, Spies, and Panders ; 
To let no noble Slave come near j 
And fcare Lord Fannys from his Ear s 
Then might a royal Youth, and true. 

Enjoy at leaft a Friend or two : 

A Treafure, which of Royal Kind 
Few but himfeif deferve to find. 


♦Virgin,*, 

Then 
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2 30 On the Count efs of B— 

Then Bounce (“tis all that Bounce can crave) 
Shall wag her T ail within the Grave. 


■< \ 


* On the Count efs ofB* cutting 

Paper . 

P ALLAS grew vap’rifti once and odd ; 

She would not do the leaft right thing 
Either for Goddefs or for God, 

Nor work, nor play, nor paint, nor fing. 

Jove frown'd) and u Ufe (he cry’d) thofc 
Eyes 

“ So (kilful, and thofe Hands fo taper; ' 
« Do fomething exquifite, and wife— 

She bow’d, obey’d him, and cutPaperi 

This Vexing him, who gave her Birth, 
Thought by all Heav’n a burning Shame ; 
What does Ihe next, but bids on Earth 
Her B— /--« do juft the fame. 




Pallas , you giveyourfelf ftrange Airs : 
But fure you’ll find it hard to fpoil 
The Senfe and Tafte of one, that bear* 

The Name of Savil and of Boyle * 

■ 

Alas ! one bad Example fhown, 

How quickly all the Sex purfue ! 

See Madam ! fee, the Arts o’ertlirown 
Between John Overton and You. 
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Dr. D — I — y, on the, &c. 23 1 

* On a certain Lady at Court . 

I Know the Thing, that’s moll uncommon $ 
Envy, be filent, and attend ! • 

- I know a reafonable Woman, 

Handfome and witty, yet a Friend. 

Not warp’d by Paffion, aw’d by Rumouf, 

' Not grave thro’ Pride, or gay thro’ Folly, 
An equal Mixture of good Humour, 

And fenfible fort Melancholy. 

f * Has (lie no faults then (Envy fays) Sir V % 
Yes the has one, I mud aver : 

When all die World confpires to praife her. 
The Woman’s deaf, and does hot hear. 


To Doff or D — 1 — y on the Libels 
writ againfl him . 


A S fome raw Youth in Country bred. 

To Arms by Third of Honour led. 
When at a Skirmilh firfthe hears 
The Bullets whittling round his Ears, 

Will duck his Head alide, will ftart. 

And feel a trembling at his Heart : 

Till, ’fcaping oft’ without a Wound,- 
Lcffens the Terror of the Sound ; 

X V Fly 
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2 t)r. D — 1 — y, on the 

Fly Bullets now as thick as Hops, 

He runs into a Cannon’s Chops. 

An Author thus, who pants for Fame, 

Begins the World with Fear and Shame* 
When firft in Print, you fee him dread 
Each Pot-gun level’d at his Head : 

The Lead yon Critick’s Quill contains. 

Is deftin'd to beat out his brains. 

As if he heard loud Thunders roll. 

Cries, Lord have Mercy on his Soul f ’ ' 
Concluding, that another Shot 
Will ftrike him dead upon the Spot. 

But, when with fquibbing, flalliing, popping^ 
He cannot fee one Creature dropping.; 

That, milling Fire, or milling Aim, 

His Life is fafe, I mean his Fame ; 

The Danger paft, takes Heart of Grace, 

And looks a Crilick in the Face. 

Though Splendor gives the faireft Mark 
T o poifon’d Arrows from the Dark, 

Yet, # inyourji elf when fmooth and round , 
They glance afide without a Wound. 

’Tis faid, the Gods try’d all their Art, 

How Pain they might from Pleafure pan ; 

But little could their Strength avail, 

Both Hill are faften’d by the Tail. 

Thus, Fame and Cen/ure with a Tether 
By Fate are always link’d together. 




In feipfo totus teres atque rotundus. 




Why 
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T&els (writ againfi him. 233 

Why will you aim to be preferred 
In Wit before the common Herd 5 
And yet grow mortify’d and vext 
To pay the Penalty annext ? 

Tjs Eminence makes Envy rife, 

As faireft Fruits attrafl the Flyes. 

Shou’d ftupid Libels grieve your Mind, 

You foon a Remedy may find : 

Lie down obfcure, like other Folks, 

Below the Lafli of Snarler’s Jokes. 

Their Fa£tion is five hundred odds ; 

For, ev’ry Coxcomb lends them Rods s 
And fneers as learnedly as they. 

Like Females o'er their Morning Tea. 

You fay, theMufe will not contain.; 

And write you muft, or break a Vein s 
Then, if ypu find the Terms too hard. 

No longer my Advice regard i 
But rail’e your Fancy on the Wing ; 

The Irijh Senate's Praifes fing : 

How jealous of the Nation’s Freedom ! 

And for Corruptions, how they weed ’em ! 
How each the Publick Good purfues, 

How far their Hearts from private Views 1 
Make all true Patriots up to Shoe-boys 
Huzza their Brethren at the Blue -boys* 

And dread no more the Rage of Grub ; 

. You then may loon be of the Club. 

How oft’ am I for Rhime to feek ? 

To drefs a Thought I toyl a Week : 

And then, how thankful to the Town, 

If all my Pains will earn a Crown l 
5 v X * Whilft 
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Dr. D— -I — y, on the 


Mr/ 


Whilft ev’ry Critick can devour 
My Work and me in half an Hour. 

Would Men of Genius ceafe to -write. 

The Rogues muft die for W ant of Spigfo^ 
Muft die for want of Food and Raymertf* 

If Scandal did not find them Payment* 

How chearfully the Hawkers ay, 

A Satire, and the Gentry buy ! 

While my hard-labour’d Poem pints 
Unibid upon the Printer’s Lines. 

A Genius in the Rev’rend Gown 
Muft ever keep its O wner down s 
*Tis an unnatural Conjun&ion, 

And fpoils the Credit of theFun&ioil. 

Round all your Brethren caft your Eyes 1 
Point out the fureft Men to rife : 

That Club of Candidates in Black, 

The leaft defending of the Pack, 

Afpiring, faftious, fierce and loud. 

With Grace and Learning unendow’d. 

Will fooner coin aThouland Lyes, 

Thhn fuffer Men of Parts to rife : 

They croud about Preferment’s Gate, 

And prefs you down with all their Weight* 

For, as of old, Mathematicians 

Were by the Vulgar thought Magicians * 

So Acadfcmick dull Ale-drinkers. 

Pronounce all Men of Wit, Free-thinkers 

Wit, as the chief of Virtue’s Friends, 
Difdains to ferve ignoble Ends. 

Obferve, what Loads of ftupid Rhiraes 
Opprefs us in corrupted Times. 

What 











Libels writ againft him . *33 

What Pamphlets in a Court’s Defence 
Shew Reafon, Grammar, Truth, or Senfe ? 
For, though the Mufe delights in Fi&ion, 

She ne’er mfpires againft Convi&ion. 

Then keep your Virtue ftiii unmixt. 

And let not Faftion come betwixt. 

By Party Steps no Grandeur climb at, 

Tho' it would make you England's Primate* 
Firft learn the Science to be dull $ • ■ 

Y ou then may foon your Confciencelull t 
If not $ however feated high. 

Your Genius in your Face will fly. 

' When Jo<ve was, from his teeming Head, 
Of Wits fair Goodnefs brought to Bed, 
There follow’d at his Lying-in 
For After-birth a Sooterkin ; 

Which, as the Nurfe purfu’d to kill. 

Attain'd by Flight the Mufe’s Hill ; 

There in the Soil began to root, 

And litter’d at Parnajfus' Foot. 

From hence the Critick Vermin fprung 
With Harpy Claws and Pois’nous Tongue, 
Who fatten on Poetick Scraps, 

Too cunning to be caught in Traps. 

Dame Nature, as the Learned (how. 

Provides each Animal its Foe : 

Hound hunts the Hare, the wily Fpx 
Devours your Geefe, the Wolf your Flocks, 
Thus Envy pleads a nat’ral Claim 
To perfecutethe Mufes Fame, 

On Poets in all Times abufive, 

Fjrom Homer down to Pope inclufive. 
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Yet, what avails it to complain ? 

You try to take Revenge in vain. 

A Rat your utmoft Rage defies, 

That fafe behind the Wainfcot lies x 
Say, did you ever know by Sight 
In Cheefe an individual Mite ? 

Shew me the fame numerick Flea, 

That bit your Neck but yefterday s 
You then may boldly go in Quell 
To find the Grubftreet Poet’s Nell. 

What Spunging-Houfe in dread of Jayl 
Receives them, while they wait for Bayl s 
What Alley they are neftled in 
To flourilh o’er a Cup of Gin : 

Find the laft Garret where they lay. 

Or Cellar, where they ftarve To-day* 

Suppofe you had them all trepann’d 
With each a Libel in his Hand, if 

What Punilhment would you infliil ? 

Or call ’em Rogues, or get ’em kickt l 
Thefe they have often try’d before j 
You but oblige ’em lo much more ; ? 

Themfelves would be the fir ft to tell, ..%J| 
T o make. their Tralh the better fell. 

Y ou have been Libel d— Let us know J.\ 

What fenfelefs Coxcomb told you fo. 


--At- 




Will you regard the Hawker’s Cryes, 

Who in his Titles always lyes ? 

Whate’er the noify Scoundrel fays, * 

It might be fomething in your Praife : 

And, Praife bellow’d in Grttfyfircct RLimes, 
Would vex one more a thoufa&d Times* ■ 
' '' Till 


On D R E A M S, &c, 237 

Till Blockheads blame, and Judges, praife, 
The Poet cannot claim his Bays* 

©n me when Dunces are fatyrick, 

I take it for a Panegyrick. 

Hated by Fools, and Fools to bate ; 

Be that my Motto, and my Fate / 


On Dreams, an Imitation of 
Petronius. 


Somma qua mentes ludunt <volitantibus 
utnbris, &c. 

T HOSE Dreams that on the filent 
Night intrude, 

And with falfe flitting Shades our 
Minds delude, 

J<yve never fends us downward from the Skies, 
Nor can they from infernal Manfions rife j 
But all are meer Produftions of the Brain 3 
And Fools confult Interpreters in vain. 

For, when in Bed we reft our weary Limbs, 
The Mind unburthen’d fports in various 
Whims j 

The bufy Head with mimick Art runs o’er 
The Scenes and A&ions of the Day before. 

The drowfy Tyrant, by his Minions led. 
To regal Rage devotes feme Patriot’* Head, 
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z 38 On D R E A M S, 

With equal Terrors, not with equal Guilt, 
The Murd’rer dreams of all the Blood he fpilt. 
The Soldier fmiling hears the Widow’s 
Cries, 

And ftabs the Son before the Mother’s Eyes. 
With like Remorfe, his Brother of the Trade, 
The Butcher fells the Lamb beneath his Blade, 
The . Statefman rakes the Town to finds 
Plot, 

And dreams of Forfeitures by Treafon got. \ 
Nor lefs Tom T- d-Man, of true Statefman 
Mold, 

Colle&s the City Filth in fearch of Gold. 

Orphans around his Bed the Lawyer fees, 
And takes the Plaintiff’s and Defendant’s 
Fees : 

His Fellow .Pick -Purfe, watching for a Job, 
Fancy’s his Fingers in the Cully's Fob. 

The kind Phyiician grants the Hufband’s 
Pray’rs, 

Or gives Relief to long expelling Heirs. 

The fleeping Hangman ties the fatal Noofe, 
Nor unfuccefsful waits for dead Mens Shoes., 
The grave Divine with knotty Points per- 
plext, 

As if he was awake, nods o’er his Text : 
While the fly Mountebank attends his Trade, 
Harrangues the Rabble, and is better paid. 

The hireling Senator of modern Days 
Bedaubs the Guilty Great with naufeous 
Praife ; 

And, 


To STELLA;- 239 

And Dick the Scavenger, with equal Grace, 
Flirts from his Cart the Mud in— -’s Face. 


To Stella, Vifiting me in my Sick - 
fiefs, O&ober 1727. 

V" 1 jiv" .■ ' y ' # * * k ' ' . c A ^ 7 i s * * '■ f . 

P ALLAS , obferving Stella's Wit 
Was more than for her Sex was fit. 
And that her Beauty, foon or late. 
Might breed Confufion in the State 5 
In high Concern for human Kind, 

Fixt Honour in her Infant Mind. 

But, (notin Wranglings to engage 
With fuch a ftupid vicious Age) 

If Honour I would here define, 

It anfwers Faith in Things divine. 

As nat’ral Life the Body warms. 

And, Scholars teach, the Soul informs j 
So Honour animates the Whole, 

And is the Spirit of the Soul. 

Thofe num’rous Virtues, which the Tribe 
Of tedious Moralifts defcribe, 

And by fuch various Titles call, 

True Honour comprehends them all. 

Let Melancholy rule fupreme, 

Choler prefide, or Blood, or Phlegm, 

It makes no Difference in the Cafe \ c~ 
Nor is Complexion Honour's Place. 

But, left we (hould for Honour take 
The Drunken Quarrels of a Rake, 




240 To STELLA. 

Or think it featcd in a Scar, 

©ron a proud triumphal Caf, 

Or in the Payment of a Debt 
We lofe with Sharpers at Picquet ; 

Or, when a Whore in her Vocation 
Keeps punftual to an Aflignation ; 

Or that, on which his Lordfhip fwears, 
When vulgar Knaves wou’d lofe their Ears » 
Let Stella's fair Example preach 
A Lelfon, (he alone can teach. 

In Points of Honour to be try'd , 

All Paflipns muft be laid a(jde ; 

Aik no Adyice, but think alone ; 

Suppofe the Queftion not your own $ 

How (hall I afct ? is not the Cafe j 
But how wou’d Brutus in my Place ? 

In fuch a Caufe wou’d Cato bleed ; 

And how wou’d Socrates proceed ? 

Drive all Obje&ions from your Mind, 
Elfe you relapfe to Human kind ; 
Ambition, Avarice, and Lull, 

And fa&ious Rage, and Breach of Truft, 
And Flatt’ry tipt with naufeous Fleer, 

And Guilt and Shame, and fervileFear, 
Envy, and Cruelty, and Pride, 

Will in your tainted Heart prefide. 

Heroes and Heroins of old 
By Honour only were enroll’d 
Among their Brethren in the Skies, 

To which (tho’ late) (hall Stella rife. 

Ten thoufand Oaths upon Record 
Are notfo (acred as her Word 
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The World fhall in its Atoms end, 

E’re Stella can deceive a Friend. 

By Honour, feated in her Brealt, 

She (till determines what is belt. 

What Indignation in her Mind 
Againft Enslavers of Mankind ! 

Bafe Kings and Minifters of State, 
Eternal Objects of her Hate f 

She thinks, that Nature ne’er defign’d 
Courage to Man alone confin’d j 
Can Cowardice her Sex adorn, 

Which molt expofes ours to Scorn ? 

She wonders, where the Charm appears 
In F lor imel's affe£ted Fears j 
For Stella never learn’d the Art, 

At proper Times to fcream and Hart \ 
Nor calls up all the Houfe at Night, 

And fwears (he fawa Thing in White : 
Doll never flies to cut her Lace, 

Or throw cold Water in her Face, 

Becaufe (he heard a fuddenDrum, 

Or found an Earwig in a Plum. 

Her Hearers are amaz’d, from whence 
Proceeds that Fund of Wit and Senfe j 
Which, tho’ her Modefty wou’d Ihroud, 
Breaks like the Sun behind a Cloud, 
While Gracefulnefs its Art conceals, . 
And yet thro’ ev’ry Motion fteals. 

Say, Stella , was Prometheus blind, 
And forming you, mi (took your Kind ? 
No ; ’twas for you alone he Hole 
The Fire, that forms a manly Soul j 


242 To STELLA; 

Then, to compleat it ev’ry way, 

He moulded it with Female Clay ; 

To that you owe the nobler Flame, 

To this the Beauty of your Frame. 

How wou’d Ingratitude delight. 

And how wou’d Cenfure glut her Spight 
If I fhould Stella' s Kindnefs hide 
In Silence, or forget with Pride ? 

When on my fickly Couch I lay, ‘M&i 
Impatient both of Night and Day, 
Lamenting in unmanly Strains, 

Call’d ev’ry Pow’r to eafe my Pains, 
Then Stella ran to my Relief 
With chearful Face, and inward Grief* 
And tho’ by Heav’n’s fevere Decree 
She fuffers hourly more than me, 

No cruel Matter could requite 
From Slaves, employ'd for daily Hire, 
What Stella , by her Friend/hip warm’d. 
With Vigour and Delight perform'd. 

My finking Spirits now lupplies 
With Cordials in her Hands, and Eyes j 
Now with afoft and filent Tread, 
Unheard flie moves about my Bed. 

I fee her tafte each nauleous Draught, 
And fo obligingly am caught ; 

I blefs the Hand from whence they dme. 
Nor dare diftort my Face for Shame. 

Beft Pattern of true Friends ! beware : 
You pay too dearly for your Care, f 
If while your Tendernefs fecures 
My Life, it mutt endanger yours r 


VERSES™ the Death , Sec. 

For fuch a Fool was never found, 
Who pull’d a Palace to the Ground, 
Only to have the Ruins made 
Materials for an Houfe decay’d. 


Verfes on the Death of Dr. Swift, 
occafioned by reading the follow- 
ing Maxim in Rochfoucault. 

Dans I'ad-verfite de nos meilleurs amis nous 
trou<vons toujours quelque cbofes , qui ne nous 
deplaijl pas, 

A S Rochfoucault his Maxims drew 
From Nature, I believe ’em true \ 

They argue no corrupted Mind 
In him : The Fault is in Mankind, 

This Maxim more than all the reft 
Is thought too bafe for human Bread : 

** In all Diftrefies of our Friends 
“ We firft confult our private Ends : 

€t While Nature, kindly bent to eaie us, 
i( Points out fome Circumftance to pleafe us.** 

If this perhaps your Patience move ; 

Let Reafon and Experience prove. 

We all behold with envious Eyes 
Our Equal rais’d above our Size. » 

J love my Friend as well as you : 

But why fliould he obftruft my view ? . * ' 

V / Thea 
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'Then let me have the higher Pod ; 
Suppofe it but an Inch at mod. 

If in a Battle you fhould find 
One, whom you love of all Mankind, 
Had fome heroick Aftion done, 

A Champion kill’d or Trophy won 5 
Rather than thus be overtopt, 

Wou’d you not wifh his Laurels cropt ? 
Dear honed Hed 'is in the Gout, 

Dies rack’d with Pain, and you without 
How patiently you hear him groan l 
How glad the Cafe is not your own ! 

What Poet would not mourn to fee 
His Brother write as well as he ? 

But rather than they fhould excell. 

He’d wifh his Rivals all in Hell. 

Her End when Emulation mifles. 

She turns to Envy, Stings and Hides : 
The dronged Friendftiip yields to Pride 
Unlefs the Odds be on our Side. 

Vain human Kind ! fantadick Race 
' 3 us Follies who can trace ? 


Their Empire in our Hearts divide. 
Give others Riches, Power, and Station 
’Tis all on me aUiurpation. 

I have no Title to afpire, 

Yet when you fink, I feem the higher. 
In Pope I cannot read a Line , 

But with a Sigh I wifh it mine : 

When he can in one Couplet fix 
More Seufe, than I can du in fix. 



Ambition, Envy, Pride, 
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It gives me fuch a jealous Fit 5 
I ciy, Pox take him and his Wit, 

I grieve to be outdone by Gay 
In my own humorous biting way, 

Arbutbnot is no more my Friend, 

Who dares to Irony pretend ; 

Which I was born to introduce ; 

Refin’d it firft, and Ihew’d its Ufe, 

St. John , as well as Pultney, know* 

That I had fome Repute for Prole $ 

And, till they drove me out of Date, 

Could maul a Minifterof State. 

If they have mortify ’d my Pride, 

And made me throw my Pen afide ; 

If with fuch T alent-s Heav'n hath bleft ’em g 
Have I not reafon to deteft ’em ? 

To all my Foes dear Fortune fend 
Thy Gifts, but never to my Friend : 

I tamely can endure the frit ; * 

But this with Envy makes me burft. 

Thus much may 1’erve by way of Proem ; 
Proceed we therefore to our Poem. 

The Time is not remote, when I 
Muft by the Courfe of Nature die ; 

When I forefee, my fpeci'al Friends 
Will try-to find their private Ends : 

And tho’ ’tis hardly underftood, 

Which way my Death can do them good $ 

Yet thus, methinks, I hear them fpeak s 
See, how the Dean begins to break 1 
Poor Gentleman ! he droops apace ; 

You plainly find it in his Face* - 

r Y % That .. 
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That old Vertigo in his Head 
Will never leave him, till he’s deack 
Befides, his Memory decays : 

Hfe recolle&s not, what he fays : 

He cannot call his Friends to mind : 

Forgets the Place, where laft he din’d s 
Plies you with Stories o’er and o’er j 
He told ’em fifty times before. 

How does he fancy, we can fit 
To hear his out of-falhion Wit ? .V 

But he takes up with younger Folks, 

Whpj for his Wine, will bear his Jokes. 1 
Faith, he miift make his Stories Ihorter, . 

Or change his Comrades once a Quarters 
In half the time, he talks them round $ 

There muft another Sett be found.. 

For Poetry, he’s part his Prime ; 

He takes an Hour to find a Rhime ; ’ ' 

His Fire is out, his Wit decay’d. 

His Fancy funk, his Mule a Jade. 

I’d have him throw away his Pen ; 

But there’s no talking to fome Men ! * 

And then, their Tendernefs appears,- 
By adding largely to my Years : 

He’s older than he would be reckon’d, 

And well remembers Charles the Second, 

He hardly drinks a Pint of Wine $ 

And that, I doubt, is no good Sign, 

His Stomach too begins to fail : 

Laft Year we thought him ftrong and hale 3 
But now he’s quite another thing ; 

I wilh he may. hold out till Spring. 

Thea 
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Then hug themfelves, and reafon thus ; 

It is not yet fo bad with us. 

In fuch a Cafe they talk in Tropes ; 

And by their Fears exprefs their Hopes. 

Some great Misfortune to portend. 

No Enemy can match a Friend. 

With all the Kindnefs they profefs 
The Merit of a lucky Guefs. 

When daily Howd’y's come of Courfe, 

And Servants anfwer, “ worfe and worfel*\ 
Wou’d pleafe ’em better, than to tell, 

That, God be prais'd, the Dean is well. 
Then He,, who prophefy’d the beft. 

Approves the Judgment to the reft : 

*« Y ou know, I always fear'd the worftj 
** And often told you fo at firft.” 

He’d rather choofe, that I ftiould die ? 

Than his Pred‘i£lion prove a Lye. 

Not one foretels, I lhall recover ; 

But all agree to give me over. 

Y et ftiould foipe Neighbour feel a Pain 
Juft in the Parts, where I complain ; 

How many a Melfage would he fend ! 

What hearty Prayers, that I Ihpulchnend ! 
Enquire, what Regimen I kept ; 

What gave me Eafe, and how I flept i 
And more lament when I was dead, 

Than all the Snivelers round my Bed. 

My good Companions, never fear ; 

For, though you may miftake a Year, 
Though your Prognofticks run too faft. 

They mull be verify ’d at laft, 

'• . Y 3 Behold 
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Behold the fatal Day arrive ! 

How is the Dean ? he’s juft alive. 

Now the departing Prayer is read : 

He hardly breathes. The Dean is dead. 

Before the Pafling-Bell begun, 

The News thro' half the Town has run. 

Oh ! may we all for Death prepare ! 

What has he left ? And who’s his Heir ? 

I know no more, than what the News is 5 
’Tis all bequeath’d to publickUfes. 

To publick Ufes ! there’s a Whim f 
What had the Publick done for him ? 

Mere Envy, Avarice, and Pride ; : - 

He gave it all — but firft he dy’d. 

And had the Dean in all the Nation 
No worthy Friend ? No poor Relation ? 

So ready to do Strangers Good, 

Forgetting his own Flefh and Blood ! 

Now Grubftreet Wits are all employ'd j 
With Elegies the Town is cloy’d : 

Some Paragraph m every Paper 
T o curfe the Dean y or blefs the Drapxer 
The Do£lors, tender of their Fame, 

Wifely on me lay all the Blame. 

We muft confefs his Cafe was nice j 
But he would never take Advice : 

Had he been rul'd, for ought appears. 

He might have liv’d thefe twenty Years : 
For, when we open’d him, we found. 

That all his vital Parts were found. 


From Dublin foon to London lpread, 
’Tis told at Court, the Dean is dead. 



And 
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And Lady S in the Spleen 

Runs laughing up to tell ***. 

** lb gracious, mild and good. 

Cries, “ is he gone 1 ’tis time he Ihou'd* 

«<*####* 

v , H * 

• <*#**#* 
fi « * # * # f 

*( * * # # * * 

«< # * * # # * 

* # * ,* * * 

No v: Chartres, at ——•Levee, 

Tells with a Sneer the Tidings heavy : 

"Why, ,if he dy’d without his Shoes, 

(Cries ) I’m lorry for the News# 

Oh, were the Wretch but living Hill, 

And in his Place my good Friend WUll 
Or had a Mitre on his Head, 

Provided Bolingbroke were dead 1 

Now Curl his Shop from Rubbifh drains ) 
Three genuine Tomes of Swift's Remains & 
And then to make them pafs the glibber. 
Revis’d by Tibbalds , Moore and Cibber • 

He’ll treat me, as he does my Betters, 

Publilh my Will, my Life, my Letters $ 
Revive the Libels bom to die ; 

Which Pope mull bear, as well as I. 

Here Ihift the Scene, to reprefent 
How thofe I love my Death lament. 

Poor Pope will grieve a Month, and Ga% 

A Week, and Arbutbnot a Day. 

St. John himfelf will fcarce forbear 
To bite his Pen, and chop a Tear. 






VERSES on the 






The reft will give a Shrug, and cry, 

“ I'm forry, but we all muft die ! 

Indiff’rence clad in Wifdom’s Guife 
All Fortitude of Mind fupplies : 

For how can ftony Bowels melt 
In thole, who never Pity felt ? 

When we are lafht, they kifs the Rod, 
Religning to the Will of God. 

The Fools, my Juniors by a Year, 

Are tortur’d with Sufpence and Fear ; 

Who wifely thought my Age a. Screen, 

When Death approach’d, to ftand between ; 
The Screen remov’d, their Hearts are trem» 
bling: 

They mourn for me without diftembling. 

My female Friends, whofe tender Hearts 
Have better learn’d to aft their Parts, 

Receive the News in doleful Dumps : 
tc The Dean is dead (pray what is Trumps ?} 
“ Then, Lord, have Mercy on his Soul ! 

“ (Ladies, I’ll venture for the Vole) 

Six Deans, they fay, muft bear the Pall* 

** (I wifh I knew what King to call.) 

Madam, your Hufband will attend 
4t The Fun’ral of fo good a Friend. 

** No, Madam, ’tis a Ihocking Sight ; 

** And he’s engag’d To-morrow Night t 
Jp^'My Lady Club will take it ill, 

If he fhou’d fail her at Quadrill. 
t( He lov’d the Dean 5 (I lead a Heart) 

But deareft Friends, they fay, muft part, 

" Hia 




■ 1 •»% v« k -- j r 

S' 1** '4 ■. -*• t * -- 

~ ..i -iiaA 




Death cf Dr. SWIFT. 25 

His Time was come, he ran his Race 5 
** We hope he’s in a better Place. 

Why do we grieve, that Friends Ihould dit 
No Lois more eafy to fupply. 

One Year is paft $ a different Scene \ ' 

No farther mention of the Dean : 

Who new, alas ! no more is mift, 

Than if he never did exift. 

Where’s now the Favourite of ApoHo ? 
Departed i — And his Works mujl follow 9 
Mull undergo the common Fate j 
His kind of Wit is out of Date. 

Some Country Squire to Lintot goes* 
Enquires for Swift in Verfe and Prole, 

Says Lintot, “ I have heard the Name | 

** He dy’da Year ago. The fame. 

He fearches all the Shop in vain. 

4i Sir, you may find them in Duck- Lane* 

“ I fent them with a Load of Books 
“ Laft Monday to the Paftry Cooks. 
ic To fancy, they could live a Year I 
u I find, you’re but af Stranger here. 

** The Dean was famous in his Time, 

11 And had a kind of Knack at Rhime t 
4t His way of Writing now is paft : 

** The Town has got a better Tafte. • 

“I keep no antiquated Stuff, 

“ But Spick and Span I have enough. 

** Pray, do but give me leave to Ihew ’em < 

** Here’s Colley Cibber's Birth-day Poem. 

This Ode you never yet have ieen 
“ By Stephen Duck Opoh the Quqen. 

“ Then 
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“ Then, here’s a Letter finely pen'd 
Againft the Craftfinan and his Friend: 

It clearly (hews, that all Reflexion 
On Minifters is Dif-affe£lion. 

Next, here’s Sir Robert's Vindication, 

And Mr. Henley's laft Oration : 

The Hawkers have not got ’em yet : 

Your Honour pLeafe to buy a Sett ? 

Suppbfe me dead ; and then fuppofe 
A CJ\ib aflfembled at the Rofe : 

Where, from Difcourfe of this and that, 

I grow the Subjefl of their Chat t 
TheDeaH, it we believe Report, 

Was never ill receiv’d at Court. 

Altho’ .ironically grave, 

He fham’dthe Fool, andlafh'd the Knave* 

^ Sir, I have heard another Story j 
He was a moft confounded Tory ; 

And grew, or he is much bely’d. 
Extremely dull before he dy'd. 

Can we the Drapier e’er forget .? 

Is not our Nation in his Debt ? 

*Twas he that writ the Drapier' s Letters 7 

“ He fliou'd have left them for his Betters : 
We had a hundred abler Men , 

Nor need depend upon his Pen 

Say what you will about his reading , 

Y ou never can defend his Breeding : 

Who, in his Satyrs running riot. 

Could never leave the World in quiet — ; 
Attacking, when he took the Vffhwty 
Cojert , City, Camp ; all one to him 


cc 

cc 

cc 


♦if. 

3k 


c< 

cc 

Cl 

cc 

cc 

cc 

cc 


cc 


But} 


«c 

<( 

<< 

a 

«< 


Death «/" Dr. S W I F T. 253 

** But, why wou’d he, except he Pobber'd^ 
tl Offend our Patriot , Great Sir R--~ P 
Whofe Councils aid the Sov’reign Pow’i? 
To faveihz Nation ev’ry Hour. ! 

What of Evil he unravels, 

In Satyrs, Libels , Ly/'flg Travels ! 

Not fparing his own Clergy-Clotb 9 

But, into it like a JWo/A . / 

Perhaps I may allow, the Dean, 

Had too much Satyr in his Vein j 
And Teem’d determin’d not to ftarve it, 
Becaufe no Age could more deferve it. 

Vice, if it e’er can be abalh’d, -> 

Muff be or Ridicul'd, or Laps'd. 

If you refent it, who’s to blame ? 

He neither knew You , nor your Name . 
Should Vice expe<Sl to ’fcape Rebuke, 

Becaufe its Owner is a Duke ? 

His Friendffups, ftill to few confin’d. 

Were always of the midling Kind : 

No Fools of Rank, or Mongrel Breed, 
Who fain wou’d pafs for Lords indeed, 
Where Titles give no Right or Power, 

And Peerage is a wither'd Flower. 

He wou’d have deem’d it a Difgrace, 

If fucli a Wretch had known hisFacei 
He never thought an Honour done him, 
Becaufe a Peer was proud to own him : 
Wou’d rather flip alide, and choofe 
To talk with Wits in dirty Shoes ; 

And fcorn the T ools with Stars and Garters 
So often ken carefling Charters, 




xie kept with Princes dye uecorum j 
Yet never ftood in Awe before ’em. 

He follow’d David's LefTon juft : 

In Princes never put bis Trufi s 
And, would you make him truly fower. 
Provoke him with a Slave in Power. 

Alas, poor j Dean ! his only Scope 
rVas to be held a Mifantbrope . 

This into gen’ral Odium drew him, 

Which if he lik’d, much Good may do him ! 
His Zeal was not to lafh our Crimes, 
t( But r Difcontent againft the Times : 

For, had we made him timely Offers 
To raife his Pofi, or fill his Coffers , 

«« Perhaps he might have truckled down, 

« Like other Brethren of his Go von: 

« For Party he would fcarce have bled ; 

I fay no more , becaufe he’s dead- — • 

“ What Writings has he left behind— ? 

I hear, they’re of a different kind : 

A few, in Verfe $ but moft, inffrofe . 

«« Some high fiovon Pamphlets, I fnppofe : 
« All fcribbled in the voorfi of Times , 

« To palliate his Friend Oxford's Crimes, 
To praife Queen Anne , nay more, defend 
her, 

te As never fav’ring the Pretender — — : 

« Or Libels yet conceal’d from Light, 

(t Againft the Court to ftiew his Spigbt ; 
m Perhaps, his Travels , Part the Third, 

A lye, at ev’ry /raw*/ Word : 


Offence 
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~'* c Offenfive to a Loyal TZir 

« But not one Sermon , you may pwe&r---. 

As for his Works, in Verfe or Profe, 

I own myfelf no Judge of thofe. 

Nor can I tell, what Criticks thought ’em 5 
But this I know, all People bought ’em, 

As with a moral View defign’d, 

To plcafe , and to reform Mankind ; 

And , if he often mifs’dhis Aim, 

The World muft own it, to their Shame , 

The Praife is His, and Theirs the Blame. 

He gave the little Wealth he had, 

To build a Houfe for Fools and Mad 5 
To Ihew, by one Satyric Touch, 

No Nation wanted it fo much : 

And fince you dread no farther Lathes, 
Methinks you may forgive his Allies, 



The End of the Sewntb Volume . 
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